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THE BETROTHED. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

WbMt ! flJr, and young, and flttihAil too? 
A mliaola, if thifl be trae. 

Wauu 

Rose, hj nature one of the most disinterested and aifec- 
tionate maid^os that ever breathed, was the first who, 
hastily considering the peculiar condition in which her 
lady Was placed, and the marked degree of restraint 
which had hitherto characterized her intercourse with her 
youthful guardian, became anxious to know* how the 
wounded knight was to be disposed of; and when she 
came to Eveline's side for the purpose of asking this im- 
portant question, her resolution wellnigh failed her. 

The appearance of Eveline was indeed such as might 
have made it almost cruelty to intrude upon her any other 
subject of anxious consideration than those with which 
her mind had been so lately assailed, and Was still occu- 
pied. Her countenance was as pale as death could have 
made it, unless where it was specked with drops of blood ; 
her veil, torn and disordered, was soiled with dust and 
with gore ; her hair, wildly dishevelled, fell in elf-locks 
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6 WAVERLET NOVELS. 

on h^ brow and shoulders, And a single broken and rag- 
ged feather, which was all that remained of her headgear, 
had been twisted among her tresses and still flowed there, 
as if in mockery, rather than ornament Her eyes were 
fixed on the litter where Damian was deposited, and she 
rode close beside it, without apparently wasting a thought 
on any thing, save the danger of him who was extended 
there. 

Rose plainly saw that her lady was under feelings of 
excitation, which might render it difficult for her to take 
a wise and prudent view of her own situation. She en- 
deavoured gradually to awaken her to a sense of it. 
" Dearest lady," said Rose, " will it please you to take my 
mantle ? " 

" Torment me not,*' answered Eveline, with some 
sharpness in her accent. 

^< Indeed, my lady," said Dame Gillian, bustling up as 
one who feared her functions as mistress of the robes 
might be interfered with — "indeed, my lady, Rose Flam- 
mock speaks truth ; and neither your kirtle nor your 
gown are sitting as they should do ; and, to speak truth, 
they are but barely decent. And so, if Rose will turn 
herself, and put her horse out of my way," continued 
the tire-woman, " I will put your dress in better order in 
the sticking in of a bodkin, than any Fleming of them all 
could do in twelve hours." 

" I care not for my dress,** replied Eveline, in the same 
manner as before. 

"Care then for your honour — ^for your fame," said 
Rose, riding close to her mistress, and whispering in her 
ear ; " think, and that hastily, how you are to dispose of 
this wounded young man ? " 

" To the castle," answered Eveline aloud, as if scorn- 
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THti BETROTHED. 7 

ing the affectation of secrecy ; ^ lead to the castley aad 
that straight as you can." 

M Why not rather to his own camp^ or to Malpaa?" 
said Rose — ^^ dearest lady, believe, it will be for the best" 

" Wherefore not — wherefore not ? — wherefore not leave 
him on the wayside at once, to the knife of the Welsh- 
man, and the teeth of the wolf? — Once — twice— three 
times has he been my preserver. Where I go, he shall 
go ; nor will I be in safety myself a moment sooner than 
I know that he is so." 

Rose saw that she could make no impression on her 
mistress, and her own rejection told her that the wounded 
man's Kfe might be endangered by a longer transportation 
than was absolutely necessary. An expedient occurred to 
her; by which she imagined this objection might be obvi- 
ated ; but it was necessary she should consult her father. 
She struck her palfrey with her riding-rod, and in a 
moment her diminutive, though beautiful figure, and her 
spirited little jennet, were by the side of the gigantic 
Fleming and his tall black horse, and riding, as it were, 
in their vast shadow. '* My dearest father," said Rose, 
" the lady intends that Sir Damian be transported to tibe 
castie, where it is like he may be a long sojourner;-^ 
what think you ?• — ^is that wholesome counsel ? " 

« Wholesome for the youth, surely, Roschen," answered 
the Fleming, " because he will escape the better risk of a 
ffever." 

" True ; but is it wise fbr my lady ? " continued Rosoi. 

" Wise enough, if she deal wisely. But wherefore 
shouldst thou doubt her, Roschen?" 

" I know not," said Rose, unwilling to breathe even to 
her father the fears and doubts which she herself enter- 
tained ; "but where there. are evil tongues, there may be 
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eyil rehearsing. Sir Damian and my lady are both very 
young — ^Methinks it were better, dearest father, would you 
offer the shelter of your roof to the wounded knight, in 
the stead of his being carried to the castle/' 

'^That I shall not, wench,*' answered the Fleming, 
hastily — ^^ that I shall not, if I may help. Norman shall 
not cross my quiet threshold, nor Englishman neither, to 
mock my quiet thrifl, and consume my substance. Thou 
dost not know them, because thou art ever with thy lady, 
and hast her good favour ; but I know them well ; and the 
best I can get from them is Lazy Flanderkin, and Greedy 
Flanderkin, and Flemish sot — ^I thank the saints they 
cannot say Coward Flanderkin, since Gwenwyn's Welsh 
uproar." 

"I had ever thought, my father," answered Rose, 
^ that your spirit was too calm to regard these base cal- 
umnies. Bethink you we are under this lady's banner, 
and that she has been my loving mistress, and her father 
was your good lord ; to the Constable, too, are you be- 
holden, for enlarged privileges. Money may pay debt, 
but kindness only can requite kindness ; and I forebode 
that you will never have such an opportunity to do kind- 
ness to the houses of Berenger and De Lacy, as by open- 
ing the doors of your house to this wounded knight." 

" The doors of my house ! " answered the Fleming — 
" do I know how long I may call that, or any house upon 
earth my own ? Alas, my daughter, we came hither to 
fly from the rage of the elements, but who knows how 
soon we may perish by the wrath of men ! " 

"You speak strangely, my father," said Rose; "it 
holds not with your solid wisdom to augur such general 
evil from the rash enterprise of a Welsh outlaw." 

" I think not of the One-eyed robber," said Wilkin j 
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^^ although the increase and audacity of such robbers as 
Dawfyd is no good sign of a quiet country. But thou, 
who livest within yonder walls, hearest but little of what 
passes without, and your estate is less anxious ; — ^you had 
known nothing of the news from me, unless in case I had 
found it necessary to remove to another country." 

" To remove, my dearest father, from the land where 
your thrift and industry have gained you an honourable 
competency ? " 

"Ay, and where the hunger of wicked men, who envy 
me the produce of my thrifl, may likely bring me to a 
dishonourable death. Inhere have been tumults among 
the English rabble in more than one county, and their 
wrath is directed against those of our nation, as if we 
were Jews or heathens, and not better Christians and bet- 
ter men than themselves. They have, at York, Bristol, 
and elsewhere, sacked the houses of the Flemings, spoiled 
their goods, misused their families, and murdered them- 
selves. — ^And why ?— except that we have brought among 
them the skill and the industry which they possessed 
not; and because wealth, which they would never else 
have seen in Britain, was the reward of our art and our 
toil. Boschen, this evil spirit is spreading wider daily. 
Here we are more safe than elsewhere, because we form 
a colony of some numbers and strength. But I confide 
not in our neighbours ; and hadst not thou. Rose, been in 
security, I would long ere this have given up all, and left 
Britain.'* 

" Given up all, and left Britain I " — The words sounded 
prodigious in the ears of his daughter, who knew better 
than any one how successful her father had been in his 
industry, and how unlikely one of his firm and sedate 
temper was to abandon known and present advantages 
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for the dread of distant or contingent peril. At length 
she replied, "If such be your peril, my father, methinks 
your house and goods cannot have a better protection than 
the presence of this noble knight. Where lives the man 
who dare aught of violence against the house which haiv 
hours Damian de Lacy ? " 

" I know not that," said the Fleming, in the same com- 
posed and steady, but ominous tone. — "May Heaven 
forgive it me, if it be sin ! but I see little save folly in 
these Crusades, which the priesthood have preached up 
SO' successfully. Here has the Constable been absent for 
nearly three years', and no certain tidings of his life or 
death, victory or defeat. He marched from hence, as if 
he meant not to draw bridle or sheathe sword until the 
Holy Sepulchre was won from the Saracens, yet we can 
hear with no certainty whether even a hamlet has been 
taken from the Saracens. In the meanwhile, the people 
that are at home grow discontented ; their lords, with 
the better part of their followers, are in Palestine — 
dead or alive we scarcely know ; the people themselves 
are oppressed and flayed by stewards and deputies, 
whose yoke is neither so light nor so lightly endured 
as that of the actual lord. The commons, who nat- 
urally hate the knights and gentry, think it no bad 
time to make some head against them — ^ay, and there be 
some of noble blood who would not care to be their lead- 
ers, that they may have their share in the spoil ; for for- 
eign expeditions and profligate habits have made many 
poor; and he that is poor will murder his father for 
money. I hate poor people ; and I would the devil had 
every man who cannot keep himself by the work of his 
own hand ! " 

The Fleming concluded, with this characteristic impre- 



^ 



Digitized by VjOOglC 



THE BETBOTHED. 11 

cation, a speech which gave Rose a more frightful view 
of the state of England) than, shut up as she was within 
the Grarde Doloureuse, she had before had an opportunity 
of learning. ^ Surely," she said — ^ surely these violences 
of which you speak are not to be dreaded by those who 
live under the banner of De Lacy and of Berenger ? ** 

^ Berenger subsists but in name," answered Wilkin 
Flammock, ^ and, Damian, though a brave youth, hath 
not his uncle's ascendency of character and authority. 
His men also complain that they are harassed with the 
duty of watching for protection of a castle, in itself im- 
pregnable, and sufficiently garrisoned, and that they lose 
all opportunity of honourable enterprise, as they call it — 
litat is, of fight and spoil — ^in this inactive and inglorious 
manner of life. They say that Damian the Beardless was 
a man, but that Damian with the monstaobe is no better 
than a woman ; and that age, which has darkened his 
upper lip, hath at the same time blenched his courage, — 
And they say more, which were but wearisome to tell." 

" Nay, but, let me know what they say ; let me know 
it, for Heaven's sake ! " answered Rose, " if it concern, 
as it must concern, my dear lady." 

"Even so, Roschen," answered Wilkin. "There are 
many among the Norman men-at-arms who talk, over 
their wine cups, how that Damian de Lacy is in love 
witlj his uncle's betrothed bride ; ay, arid that they cor- 
respond together by art magic." 

" By art magi<^ indeed, it must be," said Rose, smiling 
scornfully, " for by no earthly meaqs do they correspond, 
as I, for one, caii bear witness." 

" To art magic, accordingly, they impute it," quoth 
Wilkin Flammock, "that so soon as ever my lady stirs 
beyond the portal of her castle, De Lacy is in the saddle 
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with a party of his cavaby, though they are positively 
certain that he has received no messenger, letter, or other 
ordinary notice of her purpose ; nor have they ever, on 
such occasions, scoured the passes long, ere they have 
seen or heard of my Lady Eveline's being abroad.*' 

" This has not escaped me," said Rose ; " and my lady 
has expressed herself even displeased at the accuracy 
which Damian displayed in procuring a knowledge of her 
motions, as well as at the officious punctuality with which 
he has attended and guarded them. To-day has, how- 
ever, shown," she continued, "that his vigilance may 
serve a good purpose ; and as they never met upon these 
occasions, but continued at such distance as excluded even 
the possibility of intercourse, methinks they might have 
escaped the censure of the most suspicious." 

" Ay, my daughter Roschen," replied Wilkin, " but it is 
possible even to drive caution so far as to excite suspicion. 
Why, say the men-at-arms, should these two observe such 
constant, yet such guarded intelligence with one another ? 
Why should their approach be so near, and why, yet, 
should they never meet ? If they had been merely the 
nephew and the uncle's bride, they must have had inter- 
views avowedly and frankly ; and, on the other hand, if 
they be two secret lovers, there is reason to believe that 
they do find their own private places of meeting, though 
they have art sufficient to conceal them." 

" Every word that you speak, my father," replied the 
generous Rose, " increases the absolute necessity that you 
receive this wounded youth into your house. Be the evils 
you dread ever so great, yet, may you rely upon it, that 
they cannot be augmented by admitting him, with a few 
of his faithful followers." 

"Not one follower," said the Fleming, hastily, "not 
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one beef-fed knave of them, save the page that is to tend 
him, and the doctor that is to attempt his cure." 

" But I may offer the shelter of your roof to these 
three, at least ? ** answered Rose. 

^ Do as thou wilt, do as thou wilt," said the doating 
father. " By my faith, Roschen, it is well for thee thou 
hast sense and moderation in asking, since I am so fool- 
ishly prompt in granting. This is one of your freaks, 
now, of honour or generosity — but commend me to pru- 
dence and honesty. — ^Ah ! Rose, Rose, those who would 
do what is better than good, sometimes bring about what 
is worse than bad ! — But I think I shall be quit of the 
trouble for the fear ; and that thy mistress, who is, with 
reverence, something of a damsel-errant, will stand stoutly 
for the chivalrous privilege of lodging her knight in her 
own bower, and tending him in person." 

The Fleming prophesied true. Rose had no sooner 
made the proposal to Eveline, that the wounded Damian 
should be left at her father's house for his recovery, than 
her mistress briefly and positively rejected the proposal. 
" He has been my preserver," she said, " and if there be 
one being left for whom the gates of the Garde Dolour- 
euse should of themselves fly open, it is to Damian de 
Lacy. Nay, damsel, look not upon me with that sus- 
picious tmd yet sorrowful countenance — they that are 
beyond disguise, my girl, contemn suspicion — It is to Grod 
and Our Lady that I must answer, and to them my bosom 
lies open ! " 

They proceeded in silence to the castle gate, when the 
Lady Eveline issued her orders that her Guardian, as she 
emphatically termed Damian, should be lodged in her 
father*s apartment ; and, w|th the prudence of more ad- 
vanced age, she gave the necessary directions for the 
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i;eoeption and accommodation of hie followers, and the 
arrangements which such an accessidn of guests required 
in the fortress. All this she did with the utmost compo- 
sure and presence of mind, even before she altered or 
an^anged her own disordered dreae* 

Another step still remained to be taken. She hastened 
to the Chapel of the Virgin, and prostrating herself be- 
fore her divine protectress, returned thanks for her second 
deliverance, and implored her guidance and direction, and, 
tJ^rough her intercession, that of Almighty God, for the 
disposal and regulation of her conduct. " Thou knowest,'' 
sjbe said, '^ that from no Ofmfidence in my own strength, 
have I thrust myself into danger. 0, make me strong 
where I am most weak — Let not my gratitude and my 
compassion be a snare to me ; and while I strive to dis- 
charge the duties which thankfulness imposes on me, save 
me from the evil tongues of men — and save — 0, save me 
from the insidious devices of my own heart ! " 

She then told her rosary with devout fervour, and re- 
tiring from the chapel to her own apartment, summoned 
her women to adjust her dress, and x^move the external 
aptpearanoe of the violence to which she had been ao 
hktely subjected. 
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CHAPTER XXVn. 

JuMa. Gentle sir, 

Toa are our captiTe— but we'll use you so, 
That yon shall thlidc your priion jo^ m«y i 
Whatever your liberty hath known of pleasure. 

Roderide. No, fkirest, we haye trifled hen too long; 
AvAf lingering to see your roiee blossom, 
Fre let.my laurels wither. 

Old Plat. 

Akratsp in gannents of a moumkig colofor, ft&d of a 
fashion more matroDlj than perhaps altogether befitted 
her joath — plain to an extremitj, and devoid of all onut- 
ment, save her rosary — Eveline now performed the duty 
of waiting upon her wounded deliverer ; a duty whieh 
the etiquette of the time not only permitted, l)ut peremp^ 
torily enjoined. She was attended by Rose and Dame 
Gillian. Margery, whose element was a sick-ciiamber, 
had -been ahready dispatched to that of the young knigbt, 
to attend to whatever his condition might require. 

EveHne entered the room with a light step, as if un- 
willing to disturb the patient. She paused at the -door, 
£ffid cast her eyes around her. It had been her father'9 
chamber ; nor had she entered it since his violent deadi. 
Around the walls hung a part of his armour and weapons, 
with hawking-gloves, hunting-poles, and other instruments 
of silvan sport These relics brought as it w^e in living 
form b^bre her the stately presence of old Sir Raymond. 
" Frown not, my father," — her lips forBusd the words, 
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though her voice did not utter them — *^ frown not — Eve- 
line will never be unworthy of thee." 

Father Aldrovand, and Amelot, the page of Damian, 
were seated by the bedside. They rose as Lady Eveline 
entered; and the first, who meddled a little with the 
healing art, said to Eveline, ^' that the knight had slum- 
bered for some time, and was now about to awake." 

Amelot at the same time came forward, and in a 
hasty and low voice begged that the chamber might be 
kept quiet, and the spectators requested to retire. '^ My 
lord," he said, "ever since his illness at Gloucester, is 
apt to speak something wildly as he awakes from sleep, 
and will be displeased with me should I permit any one 
to be near him." 

Eveline accordingly caused her women and the monk 
to retire into the anteroom, while she herself remained 
standing by the door-communication which connected the 
apartments, and heard Damian mention her name as he 
turned himself painfully on his couch. " Is she safe and 
unharmed?" was his first question, and it was asked with 
an eagerness which intimated how far it preceded all 
other considerations. — When Amelot replied in the af- 
firmative, he sighed, as one whose bosom is relieved from 
some weighty load, and in a less animated voice, asked 
of the page where they were. "This apartment," he 
said, "with its furniture, are all strange to me." 

" My dear master," said Amelot, " you are at present 
too weak to ask questions and receive explanations." 

" Be I where I will," said Damian, as if recovering 
his recollection, " I am not in the place where my duty 
calls me. TeU my trumpets to sound to horse — to horse, 
and let Ralph Genvil carry my banner. To horse — ^to 
horse ! — we have not a moment to lose I " 
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The wounded knight made some effort to rise, which, 
in his state of weakness, Amelot was easily able to frus- 
trate. " Thou art right," he said, as he sunk back into 
his reclining posture — " thou art right — I am weak — but 
why should strength remain when honour is lost ? " 

The unhappy young man covered his face with his 
hands, and groaned in agony, which seemed more that of 
the mind than of the body. Lady Eveline approached 
his bedside with unassured steps, fearing she knew not 
what, yet earnest to testify the interest which she felt in 
the distresses of the sufferer. Damian looked up and 
beheld her, and again hid his face with his hands. 

<^ What means this strange passion, Sir Knight ? " said 
Eveline, with a voice which, at first weak and trembling, 
gradually obtained steadiness and composure. '^ Ought it 
to grieve you so much, sworn as you are to the duties of 
chivalry, that Heaven hath twice made you its instru- 
ment to save the unfortunate Eveline Berenger ? " 

** no, no ! *' he exclaimed with rapidity ; " since you 
are saved, all is well — ^but time presses — ^it is necessary 
I should presently depart — ^nowhere ought I now to tarry 
— ^least of all, within this castle — Once more, Am^t, let 
them get to horse ! " 

" Nay, my good lord," said, the damsel, " this must 
not be. As your ward, I cannot let my guardian part 
thus suddenly — as a physician, I cannot allow my patient 
to destroy himself— It is impossible that you can brook 
the saddle.'* 

"A litter — a bier — a cart, to drag forth the dishonoured 
knight and traitor — all were too good for me — a coffin 
were best of all ! — But see, Amelot, that it be framed like 
that of the meanest churl — no spurs displayed on the 
pall — ^no shield with the ancient coat of the De Lacys — 
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DO helmet with their knightly crest must deck the hearse 
of him whose miaie is dishoaoored ! " 

" Is his braia unsettled ? '^ said £veli}ie^ looking with 
terror from the wounded man to his attendant ; '^ or is 
there some dreadful mystery in these broken words ? — If 
so, speak it forth ; and if it may be amended by life or 
goods, my deliverer will sustain no wromg."' 

Amelot regarded her with a dejected and melancholy 
air, shook his head, and looked down on his master with 
a countenance which seemed to express, that the ques- 
tions which she asked could not be prudently answered 
in Sir Damian's presence. The Lady Eveline, observing 
this gesture, stepped back into the outer apartment, and 
made Amelot a sign to follow her. He obeyed, after a 
glance at his master, who remained in the same discon- 
solate posture as formerly, with his hands crossed over 
his eyes, like one who wished to exclude the light, and 
all which the light made visible. 

When Amelot was in the wardrobe, Eveline, making 
signs to her attendants to keep at such distance as the 
room permitted, questioned him closely on the cause of 
his master's desperate expression of sorrow and remorse. 
" Thou knowest," she said, " that I am bound to succour 
thy lord, if I may, both from gratitude, as one whom he 
hath served to the peril of his life — ^and also from kins- 
manship. Tell me, therefore, in what case he stands, 
that I may help him if I can — that is," she added, her 
pale cheeks deeply colouring, " if the cause of his distress 
be fitting for me to hear." 

The page bowed low, yet showed such embarrassment 
when he began to speak, as produced a corresponding 
degree of coxtfusion in the Lady Eveline, who neverthe- 
less, urged him as befbre '*to speak without scruple or 
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delay— SO that the tenor of his discourse was fitting for 
hex ears." 

"Believe me^ noble lady/' said Amelot, ^' jour com- 
mands had been instantlj obeyed, but that I fear mj 
master's displeasure if I talk €£ his afiairs without his 
warrant ; nevertheless, on your command, whom I know 
he honours above all earthly beings, I will speak thus 
far, that if his life be safe from the wounds he has re- 
ceived, his honour and worahip may be in great danger, 
if it please not Heaven to send a remedy." . 

" Speak on," said Eveline ; " and be assured you wiU 
do Sir Damian de Lacy no prejudice by the confidence 
you may rest in me." 

" I well believe it, lady,"^ said the page. " Know, then, 
if it be not already known to you, that the clowns and 
rabble who have taken arms against the nobles in the 
west, pretend to be favoured in their insurrection, not 
only by Randal Lacy, but by my master. Sir Damian." 

" They lie that dare charge him with such foul treason 
to his own blood, as well as to his sovereign ! " replied 
Eveline. 

" Well do I believe they lie," said Amelot ; " but this 
hinders not their falsehoods from being believed by those 
who know him less inwardly. More than one runaway 
from our troop have joined this rabblement, and that 
gives some credit to the^ scandal. And then they say — 
they say — ^that — in short, that my master longs to pos- 
sess the lands in his proper right which he occupies as 
kis uncle's administrator ; and that if the old Constable — 
I crave your pardon, madam — should return from Pales- 
tine, he should find it difficult to obtain possession of his 
own again»" 

"The sordid wretches judge of others by their ow 
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base minds, and conceive those temptations too powerful 
for men of worth, which they are themselves conscious 
they would be unable to resist. But are the insurgents 
then so insolent and so powerful ? We have heard of 
their violences, but only as if it had been some popular 
tumult." 

^^We had notice last night that they have drawn 
together in great force, and besieged or blockaded Wild 
Wenlock with his men-at-arms, in a village about ten 
miles hence. He hath sent to my master, as his kins- 
man and eompanion-at-arms, to come to his assistance. 
We were on horseback this morning to march to the 
rescue — when " 

He paused and seemed unwilling to proceed. Eveline 
caught at the word. " When you heard of my danger ? " 
she said. " I would ye had rather heard of my death ! " 

" Surely, noble lady," said the page, with his eyes fixed 
on the ground, " nothing but so strong a cause could have 
made my master halt his troop, and carry the better part 
of them to the Welsh mountains, when his countryman's 
distress, and the commands of^ the King's lieutenant, so 
peremptorily demanded his presence elsewhere." 

" I knew it," she said — " I knew I was bom to be his 
destruction ! yet methinks this is worse than I dreamed 
of, when the worst was in my thoughts. I feared to occa- 
sion his death, not his loss of fame. For God's sake, 
young Amelot, do what thou canst, and that without loss 
of time ! Gret thee straightway to horse, and join to thy 
own men as many as thou canst gather of mine — Gro — 
ride, my brave youth — ^show thy master's banner, and let 
them see that his forces and his heart are with them, 
though his person be absent Haste, haste, for the time 
is precious." 
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" But the safety of this castle — But your own safety ? ** 
said the page. ^ Grod knows how willingly I would do 
aught to save his fame ! But I know my master's mood ; 
and were you to suffer by my leaving the Garde Dolour- 
euse, even although I were to save him lands, life, and 
honour, by my doing so, I should be more like to taste of 
bis dagger, than of his thanks or bounty." 

" Go, nevertheless, dear Amelot," said she ; ** gather 
what force thou canst make, and begone." 

^'You spur a willing horse, madam," said the page, 
springing to his feet ; '^ and in the condition of my master, 
I see nothing better than that his banner should be dis- 
played against these churls." 

" To arms, then," said Eveline, hastily ; " to arms, and 
win thy spurs. Bring me assurance that thy master's 
honour is safe, and I will myself buckle them on thy 
heels. Here — take this blessed rosary — bind it on thy 
crest, and be the thought of the Virgin of the Garde 
Doloureuse, that never failed a votary, strong with thee 
in the hour of conflict." 

She had scarcely ended, ere Amelot flew from her 
presence, and summoning together such horse as he could 
assemble, both of his master's and of those belonging to 
the castle, there were soon forty cavaliers mounted in the 
court-yard. 

But although the page was thus far readily obeyed, 
yet when the soldiers heard they were to go forth on a 
dangerous expedition, with no more experienced general 
'han a youth of fifteen, they showed a decided reluctance 
to move from the castle. The old soldiers of De Lacy 
said, Damian himself was almost too youthful to command 
them, and had no right to delegate his authority to a 
mere boy; while the followers of Berenger said, their 
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mistress might b<3 satisfied with her deliverance of the 
morning, without trying farther dangerous conclusions by 
diminishing the garrison of her castle — ** The times," they 
said, ^were stormy, and it was wisest to keep a stone 
roof over their heads." 

The more the soldiers communicated their ideas and 
apprehensions to each other, the stronger their disinclina- 
tion to the undertaking became ; and when Amelot, who, 
page-like, had gone to see that his own horse was accoutred 
and brought forth, returned to the castle-yard, he found 
Ihem standing confusedly together, some mounted, some 
on foot, all men speaking loud, and all in a state of dis- 
order. Ralph* Genvil, a veteran whose face had been 
seamed with many a scar, and who had long followed the 
trade of a soldier of fortune, stood apart from the rest, 
holding his horse's bridle in one hand, and in the other 
the banner-spear, around which the banner of De Lacy 
was still folded. 

" What means this, Genvil ? " said the page, angrily. 
" Why do you not mount your horse and display the 
banner? and what occasions all this confusion?" 

"Truly, Sir Page," said Genvil, composedly, "I am 
not in my saddle, because I have some regard for this 
old silken rag, which I have borne to honour in my time, 
and I will not willingly carry it where men are unwilling 
to follow and defend it." 

" No march — no sally— no lifting of banner to-day ! " 
cried the soldiers, by way of burden to the banner-man's 
discourse. 

" How, now, cowards I do you mutiny ? " said Amelot, 
laying his hand upon his sword. 

"Menace not me. Sir Boy," said Genvil; "nor shake 
your sword my way. I tell thee, Amelot, were my 
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weapon to cross with jours, never J9ail sent feibroad more 
^haff than I would make sjplinters of jour hatched and 
gilded toasting-iron. Ixxk you, there are graj-bearded 
men here that care not to be led about on anj boy^s 
humour. For me, I stand little upon that; and I care 
not whether one boy or another commands me. But I 
am the Lacy's man for the time ; and I am not sure that, 
in marching to the aid of this Wifd Wenlock, we shall do 
an errand the Lacy will thank ua for. Why led he us 
not thither in the morning when we were commanded o£P 
into the mountains ? " 

*^ Tou well know the cause,** said the page. 

" Yes, we do know the cause; or if we do not, we can 
guess it," answered the banner-man, with a horse laugh, 
which was echoed by several of his companions. 

"I will cram the calumny down thy false throat, 
Genvil ! " said the page ; and, drawing his Sword, threw 
himself headh>ng on the banner-man, without considering 
their great difference of strength. 

Genvil was contented to foil his attack by one, and, as 
it seemed, a slight movement of his gigantic arm, with 
which he forced the page aside, parrying, at the same 
time, his blow with the standard-spear. 

There was another lopd laugh, and Amelot, feeling all 
his efforts baffled, threw his sword from him, and weeping 
in pride and indignation, hastened back to tell the Lady 
Eveline of his bad success. " All," he said, " is lost — the 
cowardly villains have mutinied, and will not move ; and 
the blame of their sloth and faint-heartedness will be laid 
on my dear master." 

" That shall never be," said Eveline, " should I die to 
prevent it — Follow tne, Amelot.*' 

She hastily threw a scarlet scarf over her dark gar 
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ments, and hastened down to the court-yard, followed by 
Gillian, assuming, as she went, various attitudes and 
actions, expressing astonishment and pity, and by Rose, 
carefully suppressing all appearance of the feelings which 
she really entertained. 

Eveline entered the castle-court, with the kindling eye 
and glowing brow which her ancestors were wont to bear 
in danger and extremify, when their soul was arming to 
meet the storm, and displayed in their mien and looks 
high command and contempt of danger. She seemed at- 
the moment taller than her usual size ; and it was with a 
voice distinct and clearly heard, though not exceeding the 
delicacy of feminine tone, that the mutineers heard her 
address them. " How is this, my masters ? " she said ; 
and as she spoke, the bulky forms of the armed soldiers 
seemed to draw closer together, as if to escape her indi- 
vidual censure. It was like a group of heavy water-fowl, 
when they close to avoid the stoop of the slight and 
beautiful merlin, dreading the superiority of its nature 
and breeding over their own inert physical strength.— r 
" How now ? " again she demanded of them ; " is it a 
time, think ye, to mutiny, when your lord is absent, and 
his nephew and lieutenant lies stretched on a bed of sick- 
ness? — Is it thus you keep your oaths? — Thus ye merit 
your leader's bounty? — Shame on ye, craven hounds, 
that quail and give back the instant you lose sight of the 
huntsman ! *' 

There was a pause — the soldiers looked on each 
other, and then again on Eveline, as if ashamed alike to 
hold out in their mutiny, or to return to their usual 
discipline. 

" I see how it is, my brave fiiends — ye lack a leader 
here ; but stay not for that — ^I will guide you myself, and. 
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woman as I am, there need not a man of 70a fear di6« 
grace where a Berenger commands. — ^Trap my palfrey 
with a steel saddle," she said, " and that instantly." She 
snatched from the ground. the page's light head-piece, and 
threw, it over her hair, caught up his drawn sword, and 
went on. ^^Here I promise you my countenance and 
guidance — this gentleman," she pointed to Genvil, ^ shall 
supply my lack of military skill. He looks like a man 
that hath seen many a day of battle, and can well teach 
a young leader her devoir." 

'^ Certes," said the old soldier, smiling in spite of him- 
self, and shaking his head at the same time, *^ many a 
battle have I seen, but never under such a commander." 

" Nevertheless," said Eveline, seeing how the eyes of 
the rest turned on Genvil, " you do not — cannot — will not 
— revise to follow me ? You do not as a soldier, for my 
weak voice supplies your captain's orders — ^you cannot as 
a gentleman, for a lady, a forlorn and distressed female, 
asks you a boon — ^you will not as an Englishman, for your 
country requires your sword, and ypur comrades are in 
danger. Unfiirl your banner, then, and march." 

^I would do so, upon my soul, fair lady," answered 
G«nvil, as if preparing to unfold the banner — " And Am- 
elot might lead us well enough, with advantage of some 
lessons from me. But I wot not whether you are send- 
ing us on the right road." 

" Surely, surely," said Eveline earnestly, " it "must be 
the right road which conducts you to the relief of Wen- 
lock and his followers, besieged by the insurgent boors." 

"I know not," said Genvil, still hesitating. "Our 
leader here. Sir Damian de Lacy, protects the commons 
— men say he befriends them — and I know he quarrelled 
with Wild Wenlock once for some petty wrong he did to 
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the miller's wife at Twyford. We should be finely off, 
when our fiery young leader is on fbot again, if he should 
find we had be^ fighting against the side he favoured." 

"Assure yourself," said the maiden anxiously, "the 
more he wouM protect the commons against oppression^ 
the more he would put them down when oppressing 
others. Mount and ride — save Wenlock and his men — 
there is life and death in every moment. I will warrant, 
with my life and lands, that whatsoever you do will bei 
held good service to De Lacy. Come, then, follow me." 

" None surdy can know Sir Damian's purpose better 
than you, fair damsel," answered Genvil ; " nay, for that 
matter, you can make him change as ye list.^-And so 1 
will march with the men, and we will aid Wenlock, if it 
is yet time, as I trust it may ; fbr he is a rugged wolf, 
%nd when he turns to bay, will cost the boors blood 
enough ere they sound a mort But do you remain 
within the castle, fair lady, and trust to Amelot and me. 
-^Come, Sir Page, assume the command, since so it must 
be ; though, by my &ith, it is pity to take the head-piece 
from that pretty head, and the sword from that pretty 
hand. — By Saint George ! to see them there is a credit 
to the soldier's profession." 

The Lady accordingly surrendered the weapons to 
Amelot, exhorting him in few words to forget the offence 
he had received, and do his devoir manfully. Meanwhile 
Genvil slowly unrolled the pennon — ^then shook it abroad, 
and without putting his foot in the stirrup, aided himself 
a little with resting on the spear, and threw himself into 
the saddle^ heavily armed as he was. "We are ready 
now, an it like your juvenility," said he to Amelot ; and 
then, while the page was putting the band into order, he 
whispered to his nearest comrade, " Methinks, instead of 
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this old swallow's tail,* we should muster raf ely under a 
broidered petticoat — ^a furbelowed petticoat has no fellow 
in my mind.— Look you, Stephen Pontoys — I can forgive 
Damian now for forgetting his uncle and his own credit, 
about this wench ; for, by my faith, she is one 1 could 
have doated to death upon par amours. Ah ! evil luck 
be the women's portion ! — ^they govern us at every turn, 
Stephen, and at every age. When they are young, they 
bribe us with fair looks, and sugared words, sweet kisses 
and love tokens ; and when they are of middle age, they 
work us to their will by presents and courtesies, f>ed wine 
and red gold '5 and wh^n they are old, we are fain to run 
their errands to get out of sight of their old leathern vis- 
ages. Well, old De Lacy should have staid at home and 
watched his falcon. But it is all one to us, Stephen, and 
we may make some vantage to-day, for these boors have 
plundered more than one castle.*' 

"Ay, ay," answered Pontoy8,*the boor to the booty, 
and the banner-man to the boor, a right pithy proverb. 
But, prithee, canst thou say why his pageship leads us 
not forward yet?" 

" Pshaw I * answered Grenvil, " the shake 1 gave him 
has addled his brains — or perchance he has not swallowed 
all his tears yet ; sloth it is not, for 'tis a forward cockeril 
for his years, wherever honour is to be won. — See, they 
now begin to move.— Well, it is a singular thing this 
gentle blood, Stephen ; for here is a child whom I but 
now baffled like a schoolboy, must lead us graybeards 

^ The pennon of a Knight was, in shape, a long streamer, and 
forked like a swaUow*8 tail: the banner of a Banneret was square, 
and was formed into the other by cutting the ends from the pennon. 
It was thus the ceremony was performed on the pennon of Joha 
Chandos, by the Black Prince, before the battle of Nejara. 
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where we maj get our beads broken, and that at ibe 
command of a light ladj.** 

" I warrant Sir Damian is secretary to my pretty lady," 
answered Stephen Pontoys, ^' as this springald Amelot is 
to Sir Damian ; and so we poor men must obey and keep 
our mouths shut" 

" But our eyes open, Stephen Pontoys — ^forget not 
that" 

They were by this time out of the gates of the castle, 
and upon the road leading to the village, in which, as they 
understood by the intelligence of the morning, Wenlock 
was besieged or blockaded by a greatly superior number 
of the insurgent commons. Amelot rode at the head of 
the troop, still embarrassed by the affront which he had 
received in presence of the soldiers, and lost in meditating 
how he was to eke out that deficiency of experience, 
which on former occasions had been supplied by the 
counsels of the banner-man, with whom he was ashamed 
to seek a reconciliation. But Genvil was not of a nature 
absolutely sullen, though an habitual grumbler. He rode 
up to the page, and having made his obeisance, respect- 
fully asked him whether it were not well that some one 
or two of their number pricked forward upon good horses 
to learn how it stood with Wenlock, and whether they 
should be able to come up in time to his assistance. 

" Methinks, banner-man," answered Amelot, " you 
should take the ruling of the troop, since you know sc 
fittingly what should be done. You may be the fitter to 
command, because— But I will not upbraid you." 

" Because I know so ill how to obey," replied Genvil ; 
" that is what you would say ; and, by my faith, I cannot 
deny but there may be some truth in it. But is it not 
peevish in thee to let a fair expedition be unwisely con- 
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dncted, because of a foolish word or a sudden action ?-— 
Come, let it be peace with us.*' . ^ 

" With all my heart,** answered Araelot ; " and I will 
send out an advanced party upon the adventure, as thou 
hast advised me." 

" Let it be old Stephen Pontoys and two of the Chester 
spears — he is as wily as an old fox, and neither hope nor 
fear will draw him a hairbreadth farther than judgment 
warrants." 

Amelot eagerly embraced the hint, and, at his com- 
mand, Pontoys and two lances started forward to recon- 
noitre the road before them, and inquire into the condition 
of those whom they were advancing to succour. " And 
now that we are on the old terms, Sir Page," said the 
banner-man, " tell me, if thou canst, doth not yonder fair 
lady love our handsome knight par amours ? " 

" It is a false calumny," said Amelot, indignantly ; 
"betrothed as she is to his uncle, I am convinced she 
would rather die than have such a thought, and so would 
our master. I have noted this heretical belief in thee 
before now, Genvil, and I have prayed thee to check it. 
You know the thing cannot be, for you know they have 
scarce ever met" 

" How should I know that," said Genvil, " or thou 
either ? Watch them ever so close — ^much water slides 
past the mill that Hob Miller never wots of. They ^o 
correspond ; that, at least, thou canst not deny ? " 

" I do deny it," said Amelot, " as I deny all that can 
touch their honour." 

" Then how, in Heaven's name, comes he by such per- 
fect knowledge of her motions, as he has displayed no 
k>nger since than the morning ? " 

" How should I tell ?" answered the page ; "there be 
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such thiBgs, surely, as saints and good angels, and if thwe 
be one on ^earth deserves their proteetion, k is Dame 
Eveline Berenger." 

" Well said^ Master Counsel-keeper^" replied Genvil, 
laughing ; ^ but that will hardly pass on an old tro<^er« 
—Saints and angels, quotha? most sainllike doings, I 
warrant you," 

The page was about to continue his angry vindication, 
when Stephen Pontoys and his followers returned upon 
the spur. " Wenloek holds out bravely," he exclaimed, 
^ though he is felly girded in with these boors. The 
large crossbows are doing good service ; and I little 
doubt his making his place good till we eome up, if it 
please you to ride something sharply. They have assailed 
the barriers, and were close up to them even now, bat 
were driven back with small success." 

The party were now put in as rapid i»>ti(»a as might 
consist with order, and soon reached the t«f of a small 
eminence, beneath which lay the village where Wenloek 
was making his defence. The air rung with the cries 
and shouts of the insurgents, who, numerous as bees, and 
possessed of that dogged spirit of courage so peeu£ar to 
the English, thronged like ants to the barriers, and en- 
deavoured to break down the palisades, or to climb over 
them, in despite of the showers of stones and arrows from 
within, by which they suffered great loss, as well as by^ 
the swords and battle-axes of the men-^at^wms, whenever 
they came to hand4)low6. 

" We are in time, we are in time," said Amelot, drop- 
ping the reins of his bridle, and joyfully dapping his 
hands; "shake thy banner abroad, Genvil — ^givo: Wen- 
lock and his fellows a fair view of it. — Comrades^ halt — r 
breathe your horses for a moment. — ^Hark hither, Gvenvil 
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-—If we descend by yonder broad p9i;hway into tbe 
meadow where tbe eattle afe" 

*< Brave, my young falcon!" rep£ed GenvU, whose 
love of battle, like that of the war-horse* of Job, kindled 
at the sight of the spears, and a^ the sound of the trum- 
pet ; '^ we shall have then an easy field, for % charge on 
yonder knayes.** 

« What a thick black eloud the villaina make ! " said 
Amelot ; ^ but we will let daylight through it with our 
lances — See, Gienvil, the defenders hoist a si^al to show 
they have seen us." 

" A signal to us ! '* exclaimed Genvil* " By Heaven, 
it is a white flag — a signal of surrender." 

" Surrender ! they cannot dream of it, when we are 
advancing to their succour," replied Amelot ; when two 
or three melancholy notes from the trumpets of the be- 
sieged, with a thundering and tumultuous acclamation 
from the besiegers, rendered the fact indisputable^ 

" Down goes Wenlock's pennon," said Genvil, " and 
the churls enter the barricades on all points.-— 'Here has 
been cowardice or treachery — What is to be done ? " 

'^ Advance on them," said Amelot, ^ retake the place, 
and deliver the prisoners." 

" Advance, indeed ! " answered the banuer-man-^" Not 
a horse's length by my counsel — we should have every 
nail in our corselets counted with arrow-shot, before we 
got down the hill in the face of such a multitude ; and 
the place to storm afterwards — ^it were mere insanity." 

^ Yet come a little forward along with me," said the 
page ; '^ perhaps we may find some paith. by which we 
could descend unperceived." 

Accordingly they rode forward a Kttle way to recon* 
noitre the face of the hill, the page still' urging the possi- 
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bility of descending it unperceived amid the confusion, 
when Genvil answered impatiently, " Unperceived ! — ^you 
are already perceived — here comes a fellow, pricking 
towards us as fast as his beast may trot." 

As he spoke, the rider came up to them. He was a 
short thick-set peasant, in an ordinary frieze jacket and 
hose, with a blue cap on his head, which he had been 
scarcely able to pull over a shock head of red hair, that 
seemed in arms to repel the covering. The man's hands 
were bloody, and he carried at his saddlebow a linen bag, 
which was also stained with blood. " Ye be of Damian 
de Lacy's company, be ye not ? " said this rude messen- 
ger ; and, when they answered in the affirmative, he pro- 
ceeded with the same blunt courtesy, " Hob Miller of 
Twyford commends him to Damian Lacy, and, know- 
ing his purpose to amend disorders in the commonwealth. 
Hob Miller sends him toll of the grist which he hath 
grinded ; " and with that he took from the bag a human 
head, and tendered it to Amelot. 

" It is Wenlock's head,'' said Genvil — " how his eyes 
stare ! " 

" They will stare after no more wenches now," said the 
boor — ^** I have cured him of caterwauling." 

^^Thou!" said Amelot, stepping back in disgust and 
indignation. 

" Yes, I myself," replied the peasant ; " I am Grand 
Justiciary of the Commons, for lack of a better." 

" Grand hangman, thou wouldst say," replied Genvil. 

" Call it what thou list," replied the peasant. " Truly, 
it behooves men in state to give good example. Til bid 
no man do that I am not ready to do myself. It is as 
easy to hang a man, as to say hang him ; we will have 
no splitting of offices in this new world, which is happily 
set up in old England." 
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"< Wretch ! *" said Amelot^ '' take back thy bloody token 
to them that sent thee ! Hadst thou not come upon as* 
surance, I had pinned thee to the earth with my lance^^ 
But, be assured, your cruelty shall be fearfully avenged* 
•—Gome, Grenvil, let us to our men ; there is no farther 
use in abiding here." 

The feUow, who had expected a very difierent recep* 
tion, stood staring after them for a few moments, then 
replaced his bloody trophy in the wallet, and rode back 
to them who sent him. 

'^ This comes of meddling with men's amaureUe$" said 
Genyil ; ^ Sir Damian would needs brawl with Wenlock 
about his dealings with this miller's daughter, and you 
see they account him a favourer of their enterprise ; it 
will be well if others do not take up the same opinion. — 
I wish we were rid of the trouble which such suspicions 
may bnng upon us — ay, were it at the price of my best 
horse — I am like to lose him at any rate with the day's 
hard service, and I would it were the worst it is to cost 
us." 

The party returned, wearied and discomforted, to the 
castle of the Garde Doloureuse, and not without losing 
several of their number by the way, some straggling ow- 
ing to the weariness of their horses, and others taking the 
opportunity of desertion, in order to join with the bands 
of insurgents and plunderers, who had now gathered 
together in different quarters, and were augmented by 
recruits from the dissolute soldiery. 

Amelot, on his return to the castle, found that the state 
of his master was still very precarious, and that the Lady 
Eveline, though much exhausted, had not yet retired to 
rest, but was awaiting his return with impatience. He 
was introduced to her accordingly, and, with a heavy 
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hearty mentioned the ineffectual event of his expedi* 
taon. 

" Now the saints have pity upon us I " said the Lady 
Eveline ; ^ for it seems as if a plague or pest attached to 
me, and extended itself to all who interest themselves in 
my welfare. From the moment they do so, their very 
virtues become snares to them ; and what would, in every 
other case recommend them to honour, is turned to de- 
struction to the friends of Eveline Berenger." 

" Fear not, fair lady," said Amelot ; " there are still 
men enough in my master's camp to put down these dis- 
turbers of the public peace. I will but abide to receive 
his instructions, and will hence to-morrow, and draw out 
a force to restore quiet in this part of the country." 

" Alas ! you know not yet the worst of it," replied Ev- 
eline. " Since you went hence, we have received certain 
notice, that when the soldiers at Sir Damian's camp 
heard of the accident which he this morning met with, 
already discontented with the inactive life which they had 
of late led, and dispirited by the hurts and reported death 
of their leader, they have altogether broken up and dis- 
persed their forces. — ^Yet be of good courage, Amelot,'' 
she said; "this house is strong enough to bear out a 
worse tempest than any that is likely to be poured on it ; 
and if all men desert your master in wounds and afflic- 
tion, it becomes yet more the part of Eveline Berenger 
to shelter and protect her deliveref.'' 
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CHAFTEB XXVnL 

Let our proud tnunpet ahaka ttidr eaatle wall, 
M«na<otng death and ruin. 

The evil news with which the last chapter concluded 
were necessarily told to Damian de Lacj, as the person 
whom they chiefly concerned ; and Lady Eveline herself 
undertook the task of communicating them, mingling what 
she said with tears, and again interrupting those tears to 
suggest topics of hope and comfort, which carried no con- 
solation to her own hosom. 

The wounded knight continued with his face turned 
towards her, listening to the disastrous tidings, as one who 
was no otherwise affected by them, than as they regarded 
her who told the story. When she had done speaking, 
he continued as in a reverie, with his eyes Ibo intently 
fixed upon her, that she rose up, with the purpose of 
withdrawing- from k>oks by which she felt herself embar- 
rassed. He hastened to speak, that he might prevent her 
departure. " All that you have said, fair lady," he re- 
plied, ''had been enough, if told by another, to have 
broken my heart; for it tells me that the power and 
honour of my house, so solemnly committed to my charge, 
have been blasted in my misfortunes. But when I look 
upon you, and hear your voice, I forget every thing, 
saving that you have been rescued, and are here in hon- 
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our and safety. Let me therefore pray of your goodness 
that I may be removed from the castle which holds you, 
and sent elsewhere. I am in no shape worthy of your 
farther care, since I have no longer the swords of others 
at my disposal, and am totaUy unable for the present to 
draw my own." 

^ And if you are generous enough to think of me in 
your own misfortunes, noble knight," answered Eveline, 
^ can you suppose that I forget wherefore, and in whose 
rescue, these wounds were incurred ? No, Damian, speak 
not of removal — while there is a turret of the Garde 
Doloureuse standing, within dmt turret shall you find 
shelter and protection. Such, I am well assured, would 
be the pleasure of your uncle, were he here in person." 

It seemed as if a sudden pang of his wound had seized 
upon Damian ; for, repeating the words ^ My uncle ! " he 
. writhed himself round, and averted his face from Eve- 
line ; then again composing himself, replied, ^ Alas ! 
knew my uncle how ill I have obeyed his precepts, instead 
of sheltering me within this house, he would command 
me to be flung from the battlements ! " 

<^ Fear not his displeasure," said Eveline, again prepare 
ing to withdraw ; " but endeavour, by the composure of 
your spirit, to aid the healing of your wounds ; when, I 
doubt not, you will be able again to establish good order 
in the Constable's jurisdiction, long before his return." 

She coloured as she pronounced the last words, and 
hastily left the apartment. When she was in her own 
chamber, she dismissed her other attendants and retained 
Rose. ^ Whilt dost thou think of these things, my wise 
maiden and monitress ? " said she. 

" I would," replied Rose, " either that this young knight 
had never entered this castle — or that, being here, he 
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Qould presently leav« il;-H)]v thai he qonM honoarably 
remain here for ever/' 

'< What dost thou mean bj remaiiuiig here for ever ? " 
said Eveline, shar|>l7 and bastilj. 

^^Let me answer that question with aDother**-How 
long has the Ck»{istaUe of Chester been absent from Eng- 
land?'* 

<^ Three jears eome Saiat GleBient's daj^^' said Eve* 
line; << and what of that? " 

« Nay, nothing ; but "-^. 

'^ But what ? — I command you to speak out" 

<'A few weeks will place yoor hand at your dis- 
posal** 

^ And think you, Bose/' said Eveline^ rising with dig- 
liity, ^^ that there are no boada save those which are 
drawn by the scribe's pen ?-^We know little of the Ckn- 
stable's adventures ; but we know eoaugh to show that 
his towering hopes have fallen, and his sword and cour- 
age proved too weak to change the feitanea of the Suhan 
Saladia. Suppose him retuming some l»ief time hence, 
as we have seen so many crusaders reigain their homes, 
poor and broken in health^^uppose that he finds his 
lands laid waste, and his followers dtspersed, by the con- 
sequence of their late misfortunes, how would it sound 
should he also find that hia bcArdhed bride had wedded 
and endowed with her substance the nephew whom he 
moat trusted ?-^Doat thou think audi an engagement is 
like a X4onibei?d't mortgage, which most; be redeemed oa 
the very day, else, forleiture is s«re to be awarded ? " 

'^ I cannot tell, madam," replied Rose ; *^ but they that 
keep their covenant to the letter, are, ia my country, held 
bound to no more*'' 

'' That is a Flemish lasfaaoo, Bose»" said her miatresai 
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^ but the honour of a Noiman is not satisfied with an ob- 
serFance so limited. What! wouldst thou have my 
honour, my affections, mj duty, all that is most valuable 
to a woman, depend on the same progress of the calendar 
which an usurer watches for the purpose of seizing on a 
forfeited pledge ? — ^Am I such a mere commodity, that I 
must belong to one man if he claims me before Michael- 
mas, to another if he comes afterwards ? — ^No, Rose ; I 
did not thus interpret my engagement, sanctioned as it 
was by the special providence of Our Lady of the Garde 
Doloureuse." 

" It is a feeling worthy of you, my dearest lady," an- 
swered the attendant ; '^ yet you are so young — so beset 
with dangers — so much exposed to calumny — that I, at 
least, looking forward to the time when you may have a 
legal companion and protector, see it as an extrication 
from much doubt and danger." 

" Do not think of it. Rose,*' answered Eveline ; " do 
not liken your mistress to those provident dames, who, 
while one husband yet lives, though in old age or weak 
health, are prudently engaged in plotting for another." 

^Enough, my dearest lady," said Rose; — ^**yet not so. 
Permit me one word more. Since you are determined 
not to avail yourself of your freedom, even when the 
fatal period of your engagement is expired, why suffer 
this young man to share our solitude ? — He is surely well 
enough to be removed to some other place of security. 
Let us resume our former sequestered mode of life, until 
Providence send us some better or more certain pros- 
pects." 

Eveline sighed — ^looked down — ^then looking upwards, 
once more had opened her lips to express her willingness 
to enforce so reasonable an arrangement, but for Damian's 
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recent woands, and the distracted state of the country, 
when she was interrupted by the shrill sound of trumpets, 
blown before the gate of the castle ; and Raoul, with anx- 
iety on his brow, came limping to inform his lady, that a 
knight, attended by a pursuivant-at-arms, in the royal 
livery, wilh a strong guard, was in front of the castle, and 
demanded admittance in the name of the Eang. 

Eveline paused a moment ere she replied, '^ Not even 
to the Bang's order shall the castle of my ancestors be 
opened, until we are well assured of the person by whom, 
and the purpose for which, it is demanded. We will our- 
self to the gate, and learn the meaning of this summons. — 
My veil. Rose ; and call my women. — Again that trum* 
pet sounds ! Alas ! it rings like a signal to death and 
ruin." 

The prophetic apprehensions of Eveline were not false ; 
for scarce had she reached the door of the apartment, 
when she was met by the page Amelot, in a state of such 
disordered apprehension as an ^leve of chivalry was scarce 
on any occasion permitted to display. " Lady, noble 
lady," he said, hastily bending his knee to Eveline, ^' save 
my dearest master ! — You, and you alone, can save him 
at this extremity." 

^' I ! " said Eveline, in astonishment — ^^ I save him ?— 
And from what danger ? — Grod knows how wiUingly I " 

There she stopped short, as if afraid to trust herself 
with expressing what rose to her lips. 

^ Guy Monthermer, lady, is at the gate, with a pur- 
suivant and the royal banner. The hereditary enemy of 
the House of Lacy, thus accompanied, comes hither for 
no good — the extent of the evil I know not, but for evil 
he comes. My master slew his nephew at the field of 
Malpas, and therefore " He was here interrupted by 



Digitized by VjOOglC 



40 WATBKLBT HOTELS. 

another flouiii^ of tnimpets, which rang, as if in ^uiU 
impatience, throngh the vanhs of the ancient fortress. 

The Lady EveKne hasted to the gate, and found that 
the wardens, and others who attended there, were looking 
on each other with douhtfiil and alarmed oonntenances, 
which they turned upon her at her anrival, as if to seek 
from their mistress the comfort and the com-age whidi 
they could not communicate to each other. Without the 
gate, mounted, and in complete armour, was an elderly 
and stately knight, whose raised visor and heaver depress- 
ed, showed a beard already grizzled. Beside him ap- 
peared the pursuivant on horseback, the royal arms 
embroidered on his heraldic dress of office, and all the 
UBportanoe of offended consequence on his countenance, 
which was shaded by his baiTet-cap and triple plume. 
They were attended by a body of about fifty soldiers, 
arranged under the guidon of England. 

When the Lady Eveline appeared at the barrier, the 
knight, after a slight reverence, which seemed snore in 
formal courtesy than in kindness, demanded if he saw the 
daughter of Raymond Berenger. "And is it,* he contin- 
ued, when he had received an answer in the affirmative, 
" before the castle of that approved and fttvoured servant 
of the House of Anjon, that King Henry's trumpets have 
thrice sounded, vnthout obtaining an entrance for those 
who are honoured with their Sovereign's command ?'' 

" My condition," answered Eveline, ** must excuse my 
oaution. I am a lone maiden, residing in a ftx>ntier for- 
tress. I may admit no one without inquiring his purpose, 
and being assured that his entrance consists with the 
safety of the place, and mine own honour." 

" Since you are so punctilious, lady," replied Monther- 
mer, " know, that in the present distracted state of the 
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country, it is bis Qrace the King'g pleasare to {dftee with- 
in your walls a body of men-at-arms, sufficient to guard 
tiids important castle, both irom the insurgent peasants, 
who burn and slay, aad from the Welsh, who, it most be 
expected, wiU, aoecnrdiBg to their wont id time of disturb- 
ance, make ineorsioos on the frontiers. Undo yoor gates, 
then. Lady of Berengei^ and suffer big Grace's forces 
to enter the castle.'* 

"" Sir Knight," answered the lady, " this castle, like 
every other fortress in England, is the King% by law ; 
but by law also I am the keeper and defender of it; and 
it is the tenure by which my ancestors held these lands. 
I have men enough to maintain the Garde Doloareuse in 
my time, as my father, and my grandfather before him, 
defended it in theirs. The King is graeioos to send me 
succours, but I need not the aid of hirelings ; neither do 
I think it safe to admk soeh into my castle, who may, in 
this lawless time, make themselves masters of it lor other 
than its lawful mistress." 

''Lady," replied the old warrior, ^las Graoe id not 
« ignorant of the motives which produce a contumacy like 
tiiis. It is not any apprehaision for the royal forces 
which infloenees you, a royal vassal, in this refractory 
conduct I might proceed upon your refusal to proclaim 
you a trahor to the Crown, but the King remembers the 
services of your father. Enow, then, we are not ignorant 
that Damian de Lacy, accused of instigating and heading 
this insurrection, of deserting his duty in the fi^eld, 
and abandoning a noble comrade to the sword of the 
brutal peasants, has Ibund shelter under this roof, with 
Httle credit to y<»ir byalty as a vassal, or your conduct 
as a high-bom maiden. Deliver him up to us, and I wiH 
ix«w off (tbeee sien-Ai-anBS, and dispensey thou^ I 
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may scarce answer doing so, with the occupation of the 
castle." 

"Guy de Monthermer," answered Eveline, "he that 
throws a stain on my name, speaks falsely and unwor- 
thily ; as for Damian de Lacy, he knows how to defend his 
own fame. This only let me say, that, while he takes his 
abode in the castle of the betrothed of his kinsman, she 
delivers him to no one, least of all to his well-known 
feudal enemy. — Drop the portcullis, wardens, and let it 
not be raised without my special order." 

The portcullis, as she spoke, fell rattling and clanging 
to the ground, and Monthermer, in baffled spite, remained 
excluded -from the castle. " Unworthy lady " — he began 
in passion, then checking himself, said calmly to the pur- 
suivant, "Ye are witness that she hath admitted that the 
traitor is within that castle, — ye are witness that, lawfully 
summoned, this Eveline Berenger refuses to deUver him 
up. Do your duty. Sir Pursuivant, as is usual in such 
cases." 

The pursuivant then advanced and proclaimed, in the 
formal and fatal phrase befitting the occasion, that Eve- 
line Berenger, lawfully summoned, refusing to admit the 
King's forces into her castle, and to deliver up the body 
of a false traitor, called Damian de Lacy, had herself in- 
curred the penalty of high treason, and had involved 
within the same doom all who aided, abetted, or main- 
tained her in holding out the said castle against their 
allegiance to Henry of Anjou. The trumpets, so soon as 
the voice of the herald had ceased, confirmed the doom 
he had pronounced, by a long and ominous peal, startling 
from their nests the owl and the raven, who replied to it 
by their ill-boding screams. 

The defenders of the castle looked on each other with 



(\ 



Digitized by VjOOglC 



THE BETROTHED. 48 

blank and dejected countenances, while Monthermer, 
raising aloft his lance, exclaimed, as he turned his horse 
from the castle gate, ^ When I next approach the Garde 
Doloureuse, it will he not merely to intimate, hat to exe- 
cute, the mandate of my Sovereign." 

As Eveline stood pensively to behold the retreat of 
Monthermer and his associates, and to consider what was 
to be done in this emergency, she heard one of the Flem- 
ings, in a low tone, ask an Englishman, who stood beside 
him, what was the meaning of a traitor. 

"One who betrayeth a trust reposed — a betrayer,* 
said the interpreter. 

The phrase which he used recalled to Eveline's mem- 
ory her boding vision or dream. "Alas ! *' she said, " the 
vengeance of the fiend is about to be accomplished. 
Widow'd wife and wedded maid — these epithets have 
long been mine. Betrothed! woe's me I it is the key- 
stone of my destiny. Betrayer I am now denounced, 
though, thank God, I am clear from the guilt I It only 
follows that I should be betrayed, and the evil prophecy 
will be fulfilled to the very letter." 
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CHAPTEB XXIX. 

Out on jtf 9v]9l— KothiBg but fongf of death? 

BiOBABD m. 

More than three months had ekpsed sinee the eyent 
narrated in the last chapter, and it had been the pre- 
enrsor of others of still greater importance, which will 
evolve themselves in the conrse of our nanutive. But, 
as we profess to present to the reader not a precise detail 
of circums^tances, according to their order and date, but a 
series of pictures, endeavouring to present the most strik- 
ing incidents before the eye or imaginatioD of those whom 
it may concern, we therefore open a new scene, aad 
bring other actors npon the stage. 

Along a wasted traet of country^ more than twelve 
miles distant from the Garde Doloureuse, in the heat of 
a summer noon, which shed a burning lustre on the silent 
valley, and the blackened ruins of the cottages with which 
it had been once graced, two travellers walked slowly, 
whose palmer cloaks, pilgrims' staves, large slouched 
hats, with a scallop shell bound on the front of each, 
above all, the cross, cut in red cloth upon their shoulders, 
marked them as pilgrims who had accomplished their 
vow, and had returned from that fatal bourne, from which, 
in those days, returned so few of the thousands who 
visited it, whether in the love of enterprise, or in the 
ardour of devotion. 
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The pilgriiBS had pnased, that morning, through a 
Boene of devastation similar to, and scarce surpassed in 
misery by, those which they had often trode during the 
wars of the Cross. They had seen hamlets which ap^ 
peared to have suffered all the fury of military execution, 
the houses being burned to the ground; and in many 
cases the carcasses of the miserable inhabitants, or rather 
rdics of such olyects, were suspended on temporary giln 
bets, or on the tirees, which had been allowed to remain 
standing, only, it would seem, to serve the convenience 
of the executioners. Living creatures they saw none, 
excepting those wild denizens of nature who seemed 
silently resuming the now wasted district, from whidi 
they might have been formerly expelled by the course of 
civilization. Their ears were no less disagreeably occu* 
pied than their eyes. The pensive travellers might in- 
deed hear the screams of the laven, as if lamenting the 
decay of the carnage on which he had been gorged ; and 
now and then the plaintive howl of some dog, deprived 
a£ his home and master ; but no sounds which argued 
either labour or domestication of any kind. 

The sable figures, who, with wearied steps, as it ap- 
peared, travelled through these scenes of desolation and 
ravage, seemed assimilated to them in appearance. They 
spoke not with each other — they looked not to each other 
— ^but one, the shorter of the pidr, keeping about half a 
pace in front of his companion, they moved slowly, as 
priests returning &om a sinner's death4)ed, or rather as 
spectres flitting along the precincts of a churchyard. 

At length they reached a grassy mound, on the top of 
which was placed one of those receptacles for the dead 
of the ancient British chiefs of distinction, called Kist- 
7aen, which are composed of upright fragments of granite, 
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SO placed as to form a stone coffin, or something bearing 
that resemblance. The sepulchre had been long violated 
by the victorious Saxons, either in scorn or in idle curi- 
osity, or because treasures were supposed to be sometimes 
concealed in such spots. The huge flat stone which had 
once been the cover of the coffin, if so it might be termed, 
lay broken in two pieces at some distance from the sep- 
ulchre; and, overgrown as the fragments were with 
grass and lichens, showed plainly that the .lid had been 
removed to its present situation many years before. A 
stunted and doddered oak still spread its branches over 
the open and rude mausoleum, as if the Druid's badge 
and emblem, shattered and storm-broken, was still bend- 
ing to offer its protection to the last remnants of their 
worship. 

" This, then, is the Kist-vasn,** said the shorter pil- 
grim ; " and here we must abide tidings of our scout. 
But what, Philip Guarine, have we to expect as an ex- 
planation of the devastation which we have traversed ? " 

" Some incursion of the Welsh wolves, my lord," re- 
plied Guarine; "and by Our Lady, here lies a poor 
Saxon sheep whom they have snapped up." 

The Constable (for he was the pOgrim who had walked 
foremost) turned as he heard his squire speak, and saw 
the corpse of a man amongst the long grass ; by which, 
indeed, it was so hidden, that he himself had passed 
without notice, what the esquire, in less abstracted mood, 
had not failed to observe. The leathern doublet of the 
slain bespoke him an English peasant — ^the body lay on 
its face, and the arrow which had caused his death still 
stuck in his back. 

Philip Guarine, with the cool indifference of one ac- 
customed to such scenes, drew the shafl from the man's 
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back, as oomposedlj as he would have removed it from 
the body of a deer. With simihir indifference the Con- 
stable signed to his esquire to give him the arrow — 
looked at it with indolent curiosity, and then said, ^ Thou 
hast forgotten thy old craft, Guarine, when thou callest 
that a Welsh shaft. Trust me, it flew from a Norman 
bow ; but why it should be found in the body of that 
English churl, I can ill guess." 

" Some runaway serf, I would warrant — some mongrel 
cur, who had joined the Welsh pack of hounds," answered 
the esquire. 

^ It may be so," said the Constable ; ^ but I rather 
augur some civil war among the Lords Marchers them- 
selves. The Welsh, indeed, sweep the viUages, and leave 
nothing behind them but blood and ashes, but here even 
castles seem to have been stormed, and taken. May 
God send' us good news of the Garde Dolourease !" 

^Amen ! " replied his squire ; ^ but if Renault Yidal 
brings it, 'twill be the first time he has proved a bird of 
good omen." 

"Philip," said the Constable, "I have already told 
thee thou art a jealous-pated fooL How many times has 
Yidal shown his faith in doubt — ^his address in difficulty 
— ^his courage in battle — his patience under suffering ? " 

« It may be all very true, my lord," replied Guarine ; 
^yet — ^but what avails to speak? — ^I own he has done 
you sometimes good service ; but loath were I that your 
life or honour were at the mercy of Renault Yidal." 

" In the name of all the saints, thou peevish and sus- 
picious fool, what is it thou canst found upon to his pre- 
judice ? " 

"Nothing, my lord," replied Guarine, "but instinctive 
suspicion and aversion. The child that, for the first time, 
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sees a snake, knows nothing of its evil properties, jet he 
will not chase it and take it op as he would a butterfij. 
Such is my dislike o£ Yidal-— I cannot help it. I could 
pardon the man his malicious and gloomj sidelong looks^ 
when he thinks no one observes him ; but his sneering 
laugh I cannot fofgive — ^it is like the beast we heard of 
in Judea, who laughs, they saj, before he tears and 
destroys." 

" Philip," said De Lacy, " I am sorry for thee— sorry, 
from my soul, to see such a predominating and causeless 
jealousy occupy the brain of a gallant old soldier. Here, 
in this last misfortune, to recall no more ancient proofs 
of his fidelity, could he mean otherwise than well with 
us, when, thrown by shipwreck upon the coast of Wales, 
we would have been doomed to instant death, had the 
Cymri recognised in me the Constable of Chester, and in 
thee his trusty esquire, the executioner of his commands 
against the Welsh in so many instances?" 

^^I acknowledge," said Philip Guarine, ^ death had 
surely been our fortune, had not that man's ingenuity 
represented us as pilgrims, and, under that character, 
acted as our interpreter — and in that character he en- 
tirely precluded us from getting information from any one 
respecting the state of things here, which it behoved 
your lordship much to know, and which I must needs si^ 
looks gloomy and suspicious enough." 

^ Still art thou a fool, Guarine," said the Constable ; 
^ for, look you, had Yidal meant ill by us, why should he 
not have betrayed us to the Welsh, or suffered us, by 
showing such knowledge as thou and I may have of their 
gibberish, to betray ourselves ? " 

" Well, my lord," said Guarine, " I may be silenced, 
but not satisfied. All the fair words he can speak — all 
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the fine tones he can plaj-^Renault Vidal will be to my 
eyes ever a dark and suspicious man, with features always 
ready to mould themselves into the fittest form to attract 
confidence ; with a tongue framed to utter the most flatter- 
ing and agreeable words at one time, and at another to 
play shrewd plainness or blunt honesty; and an eye 
which, when he thinks himself unobserved, contradicts 
every assumed expression of features, every protestation 
of honesty, and every word of courtesy or cordiality to 
which his tongue has given utterance. But I speak not 
more on the subject ; only I am an old mastifi*, of the 
true breed — I love my master, but cannot endure some 
of those whom he fistvours; and yonder, as I judge, comes 
Yidal, to give us such an account of our situation as it 
shall please him." 

A horseman was indeed seen advancing in the path 
towards the Eist-vaen, with a hasty pace ; ^and his dress, 
in which something of the Eastern fashion was manifest, 
with the fantastic attire usually worn by men of his pro* 
fession, made the Constable aware that the minstrel, 
of whom they were speaking, was rapidly approaching 
them. 

Although Hugo de Lacy rendered this attendant no 
more than what in justice he supposed his services de- 
manded, when he vindicated him fnun the suspicions 
thrown out by Guarine, ^et at the bottom of hb heart he 
had sometimes shared those 8uspi<aons, and was often 
angry at himself, as a just and honest man, fot censuring, 
on the slight testimony of looks, and sometimes casual 
expressions, a fidelity which seemed to be proved by 
many acts of zeal and integrity. 

When Yidal approached and dismounted to make his 
obeisance, his master hasted to speak to him in words of 
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favour, as if consciaus he had been partly «hariiig 
Ouarine's Hiijust judgment upon him, by even listening 
to it " Weloome, my trusty Vidal," he said ; " thou hast 
been the rayen that fed us on the mountains of Wales, be 
now the dove that brings ns good tidings from the 
Marches.*^— Thou art sil^it. What mean these downcast 
looks — that embarrassed carriage^-that cap plucked 
down o'er thine eyes ? — In God's name, man, speak 1 — 
Fear not for me — ^I can bear worse than tongue of man 
may tell. Thou hast seen me in the wars of Palestine, 
when my brave followers fell, man by man, around me, 
and when I was lefl well-nigh alcme^-^and did I blench 
then?— Thou hast seen me when the ship's keel lay 
grating on the rock, and the biUows flew in foam 
over her deck — did I blench then? — ^No— nor will I 
now." 

''Boast no^'' said the minstrel, looking fixedly upon 
the Constable, as the former assumed the port and 
countenance of one who sets Fortune and her utmost 
malice at defiance— ^^' boast not, lest thy bands be made 
strong." 

There was a pause of a minute, during which the group 
fi»rmed at this instant a singular picture. 

Afraid to ask, yet ashamed to seem to fear the ill tidings 
which impended, the Constable odnfronted his messenger 
with person erect, arms folded, and Imx>w expanded with 
resolution ; while the minstrel, carried beyond his usual 
and guarded apathy by the interest of the moment, b^it 
on his master a keen fixed glance^ as if to observe 
whether his courage was real or assumed. 

Philip Guarine, on the other hand, to whom Heaven, 
in assigning him a rough exterior, had denied neither 
sense nor observation, kept his eye in turn firmly fixed 
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on Vidal, as if endeavouring to determine whttt was the 
character of that deep interest which gleamed in the 
minstrel's looks apparently, and was unable to ascertain 
whether it was that of a feithful domestic sympathetically 
agitated by the bad news with which he was about to 
afflict his master, or that of an executioner standing with 
his knife suspended over his victim, deferring his blow 
until he should discover where it would be most sensibly 
felt. In Guarine's mind, prejudiced, perhaps, by the 
previous opiai<m he had entertained, the latter sentiment 
so decidedly predominated, that he longed to raise his 
staff, and strike down to the earth the servant, who 
seemed thus to enjoy the protracted sufferings of their 
oommon master. 

At length a convulsive movement crossed the brow of 
the Constable, and Guarine, when he beheld a sardonic 
smile begin to curl Vidal's lip, could keep silence no 
longer. ** Vidal," he said, « thou art a " 

''A bearer of bad tidings," said Vidal, interrupting 
him, " therefore subject to the misconsferaction of every 
fool who cannot distinguish between the author of harm, 
and him who un^vrillingly reports it" 

" To what purpose this delay ? " said the Constable. 
^' Come, Sir Minstrel, I will spare you a pang — Eveline 
has forsaken and forgotten me ? " 

The minstrel assented by a low inclination. 

Hugo de Lacy paced a short turn before the stone 
monument, endeavouring to conquer the deep emotion 
which he felt. " I forgive her," he said. " Forgive, did 
I say ? — Alas ! I have nothing to forgive. She used but 
the right I left in her liaad — ^yes— our date of engage- 
ment was Cfut— she had heard of my losses — ^my defeats 
— the destruction of my hopes — ^the expenditure of my 
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wealth ; and has taken the first opportunitj which strict 
law afforded to break off her engagement with one bank- 
rupt in fortune and fame. Many a maiden would have 
done — ^perhaps in prudence should have done — ^tliis; 
: — ^but that woman's name should not have been Eveline 
Berenger." 

He leaned on his esquire's arm, and for an instant laid 
his head on his shoulder with a depth of emotion which 
Guarine had never before seen him betray, and which, 
in awkward kindness, he could only attempt to console 
hj bidding his master " be of good courage — ^he had lost 
but a woman.'' 

^ This is no selfish emotion, Philip," said the Constable, 
resuming self-command. '' I grieve less that she has left 
me, than that she has misjudged me — that she has treated 
me as the pawnbroker does his wretched creditor, who 
arrests the pledge as the very moment elapses within 
which it might have been relieved. Did' she then think 
that I in my tqm would have been a creditor so rigid ? — 
that I, who, since I knew her, scarce deemed myself 
worthy of her when I had wealth and fisime, should insist 
on her sharing my diminished and degraded fortunes ? 
How little she ever knew me, or how selfish must 
she have supposed my misfortunes to have made me ! 
But be it so^she is gone, and may she be happy. The 
thought that she disturbed me shall pass from my mind ; 
and I will think she has done that which I myself, as her 
best friend, must in honour have advised." 

So saying, his countenance, to the surprise of his 
attendants, resumed its usual firm composure. 

" I give you joy," said the esquire, in a whisper to the 
minstrel; '*your evil news have wounded less deeply 
than, doubtless, you believed was possible." 
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'^Alas!" replied the minstrel, '^I have others and 
worse behind." 

This answer was made in an equivocal tone of voice, 
corresponding to the peculiarity of his manner, and like 
that seeming emotion of a deep but very doubtful char- 
acter. 

** Eveline Berenger is then married," said the Consta- 
ble ; ^ and, let me make a wild gues8,-<-she has not aban- 
doned the family, though she has forsaken the individual 
— she is still a Lacj ? ha ? — Dolt that thou art, wilt thou 
not understand me ? She is married to Damian de Lacy 
— to my nephew ?" 

The effort with which the Constable gave breath to this 
supposition formed a strange contrast to the constrained 
smile to which he compelled his features while be uttered 
it. With such a smile a man about to drink poison 
might name a l^ealth, as he put the fatal beverage to his. 
lips. 

" No, my lord — not married,*' answered the minstrel, 
with an emphasis on the word, which the Constable knew 
how to interpret 

" No, no," he replied quickly, " not married, perhaps, 
but engaged — troth-plighted. Wherefore not ? The date 
of her old affiance was out, why not enter into a new 
engagement?" 

^ The Lady Eveline and Sir Damian de Lacy are not 
affianced that I know of," answered his attendant. 

This reply drove De Lacy's patience to extremity. 

" Dog ! dost thou trifle with me ? " he exclaimed : 
" Vile wire-pincher, thoif torturest me ! Speak the worst 
at once, or I will presently make thee minstrel to the 
household of Satan." 

Calm and collected did the minstrel reply, — "Tha 
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Lady Eveline and Sir Damian are neither married nor 
affianced, my lord. They have loved and lived together 
— /Mir amount* 

" Dog, and son of a dog," said De Lacy, " tibou liest ! " 
And, seizing the minstrel by the breast, the exasperated 
baron shook him with his whole strength. But great as 
that strength was, it was unable to stagger Yidal, a prac- 
tised wrestler, in the firm posture which he had assumed, 
any more than his master's wrath oould disturb the com- 
posure of the minstrel's bearing. 

^ Confess thou hast, lied," said the Constable, releasing 
him, after having effected by his violence no greater 
degree of agitation than the exertion of human force pro- 
duces upon the Rocking Stones of the Druids, which may 
be shaken, indeed, but not displaced. 

" Were a lie to buy ray own life, yea, the lives of aU 
my tribe," said the minstrel, " I would not tell one. But 
truth itself is ever termed falsehood when it counteracts 
the train of our passions." 

^ Hear him, Philip Guarine, hear him ! " exclaimed 
the Constable, turning hastily to his squire : '' He tells 
me of my disgrace — of the dbhonour of my house — of the 
depravity of those whom I have loved the best in the 
world — ^he tells me of it with a calm look, an eye com- 
posed, an unfaltering tongue. — ^Is this^-can it be natural ? 
Is De Lacy sunk so low, that his dishonour shall be told 
by a common strolling minstrel, as calmly as if it were a 
theme for a vain ballad ? Perhaps thou wilt make it one, 
ha ! " as he concluded, darting a furious glance at the 
minstrel. • 

^ Perhaps I might, my lord," replied the minstrel, 
^ were it not that I must record therein the disgrace of 
Renault Yidal, who served a lord without either patience 
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to bear insalts and wrongs, or spirit to revenge them on 
tbe authors of his shame." 

^ Thou art right, thou art right, good fellow,'^ said the 
Constable, hastily ; ^ it is vengeance now alone which is 
left us — And yet upon whom ? " 

As he spoke he walked shortly and hastily to and fro ; 
and, becoming suddenly silent, stood still and wrung his 
hands with deep emotion. 

*' I told thee," said the minstrel to Guarine, ** that my 
muse would find a tender part at ^last. Dost thou remem- 
ber the buU-fight we saw in Spain ? A thousand little 
darts perplexed and annoyed the noble animal, ere he 
received the last deadly thrust from the lance of the 
Moorish cavalier." 

^ Man, or fiend, be which then wilt," replied Guarine, 
^^ that can thus drink in with pleasure, and contemplate at 
your ease, the misery of another, I bid thee beware of me ! 
Utter thy,cold4)looded taunts in some other ear; for if my 
tongue be blunt, I wear a sword that is sharp enough." 

^'Thou hast seen me among swords," answered tJie 
minstrel, ^ and knowest how little terror they have for 
such as I am." Yet as he spoke he drew off from the 
esquire. He had, in fact, only addressed him in that sort 
of fulness of heart, which would have vented itself in 
soliloquy if alone, and now poured itself out on the near- 
est auditor, without the speaker being entirely conscious 
of the sentiments which his speech excited. 

Few ininutes had elapsed before the Constable of Ches- 
ter bad regained the calm external semblance with which, 
until this last dreadful wound, he had borne all the inflic- 
tions of fortune. He turned towards his followers, and 
addressed the minstrel with his usual calmness, *' Thou 
art righty good fellow," he said, ^ in what thou saidst to 
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me but now, and I forgive thee the taunt which accom- 
panied thj good counsel. Speak out, in God*s name ! 
and speak to one prepared to endure the evil which God 
hath sent him. Gertes, a good knight is best known 
in battle, and a Christian in the time of trouble and 
adversity." 

The tone in which the Constable spoke, seemed to pro- 
duce a corresponding effect upon the deportment of his 
followers. The minstrel dropped at once the cynical and 
audacious tone in which he had hitherto seemed to tamper 
with the passions of his master ; and in language simple 
and respectful, and which even approached to sympathy, 
informed him of the evil news which he had collected 
during his absence. It was indeed disastrous. 

The refusal of the Lady Eveline Berenger to admit 
Monthermer and his forces into her castle, had of course 
given circulation and credence to all the calumnies which 
had been circulated to her prejudice, and that of Damian 
de Lacy ; and there were many who, for various causes, 
were interested in spreading and supporting these slan- 
ders. A large force had been sent into the country to 
subdue the insurgent peasants ; and the knights and no- 
bles dispatched for that purpose, failed not to avenge to 
the uttermost, upon the wretched plebeians, the noble 
blood which they had spilled during their temporary 
triumph. 

The followers of the unfortunate Wenlock were in- 
fected with the same persuasion. Blamed by maYiy for a 
hasty and cowardly surrender of a post which might have 
been defended, they endeavoured to vindicate themselves 
by alleging the hostile demonstrations of De Lacy's cav- 
alry as the sole cause of their premature submission. 

These rumours, supported by such interested testimony. 
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spread wide and far through the land ; and, joined to the 
undeniable fact that Damian had sought refuge in the 
strong castle of Garde Doloureuse, which was now de- 
fending itself against the royal arms, animated the numer- 
ous enemies of the House of De Lacy, and drove its vassals 
and friends almost to despair, as men reduced either to 
disown their feudal allegiance, or renounce that still more 
sacred fealty which they owed to their sovereign. 

At this crisis they received intelligence that the wise 
and active monarch by whom the sceptre of England was 
then s¥rayed, was nvbving towards that part of England, 
at the head of a large body of soldiers, for the purpose at 
once of pressing the siege of the Grarde Dolou reuse, and 
completing the suppression of the insurrection of the peas- 
antry, which Guy Monthermer had nearly accomplished. . 

In this emergency, and when the friends and depen- 
dents of the House of Lacy scarcely knew which hand to 
turn to, Randal, the Constable's kinsman, and, afler Da- 
^mian, his heir, suddenly appeared amongst them, with a 
royal commission to raise and command such followers 
of the family as might not desire to be involved in the 
supposed treason of the Constable's delegate. In trouble- 
some times, men's vices are forgotten, provided they dis- 
play activity, courage, and prudence, the. virtues then 
most required; and the appearance of Randal, who was 
by no means deficient in any of these attributes, was 
received as a good omen by the followers of his cousin. 
They quickly gathered around him, surrendered to the 
royal mandate such strongholds as they possessed, and, to 
vindicate themselves from any participation in the alleged 
crimes of Damian, they distinguished themselves, under 
Randal's command, against such scattered bodies of peas* 
antry as still kept the field, or lurked in the mountains 
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md passes ; and conducted themselves with sacb sereritj 
after success, as made the troops eren of Monthermer 
appear gentle and clement in comparison with those of 
De Lacy. Finally, with the banner of his ancient house 
displayed, and five hundred good men assembled under it, 
Randal appeared before the Garde Doloureuse, and joined 
Henry's camp there. 

The castle was already hardly pressed, and the few 
defenders, disabled by wounds, watching, and privation, 
had now the additional discouragement to see displayed 
against their walls the only banner in England, under 
which they had hoped forces might be mustered for their 
aid. 

The high-spirited entreaties of Eveline, unbent by ad- 
versity and want, gradually lost efiect on the defenders 
of the castle ; and proposals for surrender were urged 
and discussed by a tumultuary council, into which not 
only the inferior officers, but many of thp common men, 
had thrust themselves, as in a period of such general « 
distress as unlooses all the bonds of discipline, and leaves 
each man at liberty to speak and act for himself. To 
their surprise, in the midst of their discussions, Damian 
de Lacy, arisen from the sick-bed to which he had been 
so long confined, appeared among them, pale and feeble, 
his cheek tinged with the ghastly look which is left by 
Ung illness — he leaned on his page Amelot. " Gentle- 
men," he said, ** and soldiers — ^yet why should I call you 
either ? — Gentlemen are ever ready to die in behalf of a 
lady — soldiers hold life in scorn compared to their hon- 
our." 

" Out upon him ! out upon him ! ** exclaimed some of 
the soldiers, interrupting him ; << he would have us, who 
are innocent, die the death of traitors, and be hanged in 
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our armour over the walls, rather than part with his 
leman." 

^'Peace^ irreverent slave I" said Damian in a voice 
like thunder, '^or mj last blow shall be a mean one, 
aimed against such a caitiff as thou art — ^And you,'' he 
continued, addressing the rest, — ^ jou, who are shrinking 
from the toib of your profession, because if jou persist in 
a course of honour, death maj close them a few years 
sooner than it needs must — you, who are scared like 
children at the sight of a death'&-head, do not suppose 
that Damian de Lacy would desire to shelter himself at 
the expense of those lives which you hold so dear. 
Make your bargain with King Henry. Deliver me up 
to his justice, or his severity ; or, if you like it better, 
strike my head from my body, and hurl it, as a peace- 
offering, from the walls of the castle. To God, in his 
good time, will I trust for the clearance of mine honour. 
In a word, surrender me, dead or alive, or open the gates 
and permit me to surrender myself. Only, as ye are 
men, since I may not say better of ye, care at least for 
the safety of your mistress, and make such terms as may 
secure heb safety, and save yourselves from the dishon- 
our of being held cowardly and perjured caitifis in your 
graves." 

^ Methinks the youth speaks well and reasonably," said 
Wilkin Flammock. ^ Let us e'en make a grace of sur- 
rendering his body up to the King, and assure thereby 
such terms as we can for ourselves and the lady, ere the 
last morsel of our provision is consumed." 

" I would hardly have proposed this measure," said, or 
leather mumbled, Father Aldrovand, who had recently 
lost four of his front teeth by a stone from a sling, — "yet, 
Doing so generously ofiered by the party principally con- 
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cerned, I hold with the learned scholiast, Volenti non fiL 
injuria^ 

'' Priest and Fleming," said the old banner-man, Ralph 
Genvil, " I see how the wind stirreth you ; but you de- 
ceive yourselves if you think to make our young master, 
Sir Damian, a scape-goat for your light lady. — ^Nay, 
never frown nor fume. Sir Damian ; if you know not 
your safest course, we know it for you. — Followers of 
De Lacy, throw yourselves on your horses, and two men 
on one, if it be necessary — we will take this stubborn boy 
in the midst of us, and the dainty squire Amelot shall be 
prisoner too, if he trouble us with his peevish opposition. 
Then let us make a fair sally upon the siegers. Those 
who can cut their way through will shifl well enough; 
those who fall will be provided for." 

A shout from the troopers of Lac/s band approved 
this proposal. Whilst the followers of Berenger expos- 
tulated in loud and angry tone, Eveline, summoned by 
the tumult, in vain endeavoured to appease it ; and the 
anger and entreaties of Damian were equally lost on his 
foUowers. To each and either the answer was the same. 

"Have you no care of it — Because you love 'par 
amours, is it reasonable you should throw away your life 
and ours ? " So exclaimed Genvil to De Lacy ; and in 
softer language, but with equal obstinacy, the followers 
of Raymond Berenger refused on the present occasion to 
listen to the commands or prayers of his daughter. 

Wilkin Flammock had retreated from the tumult, when 
he saw the turn which matters had taken. He- left the 
castle by a sally-port, of which he had been intrusted with 
the key, and proceeded without observation or opposition 
to the royal camp, where he requested access to the 
Sovereign. This was easily ' obtained, and Wilkin 
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speedily found himself in the presence of King Henry. 
The monarch was in his royal pavilion, attended by two 
of his sons, Richard and John, who afterwards swayed 
the sceptre of England with very diflferent auspices. 

" How now ? — What art thou ? " was the royal question. 

^An honest man, from the castle of the Grarde Dolour- 
euse." 

"Thou maj^st be honest," replied the Sovereign, "but 
thou contest from a nest of traitors." 

" Such as they are, my lord, it is my purpose to put 
them at your royal disposal ; for they have no longer the 
wisdom to guide themselves, and lack alike prudence to 
hold out, and grace to submit But I would first know 
of your grace to what terms you will admit the defenders 
of yonder garrison ? " 

"To such as kings give to traitors," said Henry, sternly 
— " sharp knives and tough cords." 

" Nay, my gracious lord, you must be kinder than that 
amounts to, if the castle is to be rendered by my means ; 
else will your cords and knives have only my poor body 
to work upon, and you will be as far as ever from the 
inside of the Garde Doloureuse." 

The King looked at him fixedly. " Thou knowest," 
he said, " the law of arms. Here, provost-marshal, stands 
a traitor, and yonder stands a tree." 

"And here is a throat," said the stout-hearted Fleming, 
unbuttoning the collar of his doublet. 

" By mine honour," said Prince Biehard, " a sturdy 
and faithful yeoman ! It were better send such fellows 
their dinner, and then buffet it out with them for the 
castle, than to starve them as the beggarly Frenchmen 
famish their hounds." 

" Peace, Bichard," said his father ; " thy wit is over 
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green, and thy blood over hot, to make thee mj ooonsel- 
lor here.-^And 70U, knave, speak jou some reasonable 
terms, and we will not be over strict with thee.'' 

<< First, then," said the Fleming, << I stipulate fbll and 
free pardon for life, limb, body, and goods, to me, Wilkin 
Flammock, and my daughter Bose." 

*'A true Fleming," said Prince John ; ** he takes caon 
of himself in the first instance." 

<< His request," said the King, ^ is reMKmable. What 
next?" 

'* Safety in life, honour, and land, iar the demoiselle 
Eveline Berenger." 

^'How, sir knave!" siud the King, angrily, ''is it &r 
such as thou to dictate to our judgment or clemency in 
the case of a noble Norman lady ? Confine thy media^ 
tion to such as thyself; or rather render us this castle 
without farther delay ; and be assured thy doing so will 
be of more service to the traitors within, than weeks more 
of resistance, which must and shall be bootless." 

The Fleming stood silent, unwilling to surrender with« 
out some specific terms, yet half convinced, fiiom the 
situation in which he had left the garrison <^ the Garde 
Doloureuse, that his admitting the Ejng's forces would 
be, perhaps, the best he could do for Lady Eveline. 

'' I like thy fidelity, fellow," said the Eang, whose acute 
eye perceived the struggle in the Fleming's bosom ; " but 
carry not thy stubbornness too far. Have we not said 
we will be gracious to yonder offenders, as fiur as our 
royal duty will permit ?" 

''And, royal fitther," said Prince John, interpoemg, " I 
pray you let me have the grace to take first possession of 
the Garde Doloureuse, and the wardship or forfeiture of 
the offending lady." 
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^/ pray you also^ my royal fiitfaery to grant John's 
boon," said his brother Richard, in a tone of mockery. 
^Consider, royal father, it is the first desire he hath 
^owB to approach the barriers of the castle, though we 
have attacked thetn forty times at least Many, cross-- 
bow and mangond were busy on the former occasions, 
and it is like they will be silent now." 

^ Peaoe, Bichard," said the King ; ^ your words, aimed 
at thy brother's honour, pierce my heart-^ohn, thou 
hast thy boon as concerns the castle ; for this unhappy 
young lady, we will take her in our own charge. — Flem- 
ing, how many men wilt thoii undeitake to admit ? " 

Ere Flammock could answer, a squire approached 
Prince Richard, and whispered in his ear, yet so as to be 
heard by all present, ^We have discovered that some 
internal disturbance, or other cause unknown, has with- 
drawn many of the warders from the castle walls, and that 
a sudden attack might " — -^ 

''Dost thou hear that, John?" ezcUiimed Richard. 
** Ladders, man — ^get ladders, and to the walL How I 
should delight to see thee on the highest round — thy 
knees shaking— thy hands grasping convulsively, like 
those of one in an ague fit — ^all air aironnd thee, save 
a baton or two of wood — the moat below-^half^a-dozen 
pikes at tby throat" 

'' Peace, Richard, for shame, if not for charity ! " said 
his father, in a lone of anger, mingled with grie£ ^ And 
thou, John, get ready for the assault." 

'' As socm as I have put on my utnour, father," an- 
swered the Prince ; and withdrew sbwly^ with a visage 
so blank as to promise no speed in his preparations. 

His brother laughed as he retired, and said to his 
squire, ''It were no bad jest, Alberick, to oarry the 
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place ere John can change his silk doublet for a steel 
one." 

So saying, he hastily withdrew, and his father ex- 
claimed in paternal distress, ^* Out, alas I as much too hot 
as his brother is too cold ; but it is the manlier fault. — 
Gloucester," said he to that celebrated earl, '< take suffi* 
cient strength, and follow Prince Richard to guard and 
sustain him. If any one can rule him, it must be a 
knight of thy established fame. Alas, alas I for what 
sin have I deserved the affliction of these cruel family 
feuds!" 

^ Be comforted, my brd," said the chancellor, who was 
also in attendance. 

^ Speak not of comfort to a father, whose sons are at 
discord with each other, and agree only in their disobe- 
dience to him 1 " 

Thus spoke Henry the Second, than whom no wiser, 
or, generally speaking, more fortunate monarch ever sat 
upon the throne of England ; yet whose life is a striking 
illustration, how family dissensions can tarnish the most 
brilliant lot to which Heaven permits humanity to aspire ; 
and how little gratified ambition, extended power, and the 
highest reputation in war and in peace, can do towards 
curing the wounds of domestic affliction. 

The sudden and fiery attack of Richard, who hastened 
to the escalade at the head of a score of followers, col- 
lected at random, had the complete effect, of surprise; 
and having surmounted the walls with their ladders, be- 
fore the contending parties within were almost aware of 
the assault, the assailants burst open the gates, and ad- 
mitted Gloucester, who had hastily followed with a strong 
body of men-at-arms. The garrison, in their state of sur- 
prise, confusion, and disunion, offered but little resistanee. 
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and would have been put to the sword, and the place 
plundered, had not Henry himself entered it, and bj his 
personal exertions and authority, restrained the excesses 
of the dissolute soldiery. 

The King conducted himself, considering the 'times and 
the provocation, with laudable moderation. He contented 
himself with disarming and dismissing the common sol* 
diers, giving them some trifle to carry them out of the 
country, lest want should lead them to forp themselves 
into bands of robbers. The officers were more severely 
treated, being for the greater part thrown into dungeons, 
to abide the course of the law. In particular, imprison- 
ment was the lot of Damian de Lacy, against whom, be- 
lieving the various charges with which he was loaded, 
Henry was so highly incensed, that he purposed to make 
him an example to all false knights and disloyal subjects. 
To the Lady Eveline Berenger he assigned her own 
apartment as a prison, in which she was honourably 
attended by Rose and Alice, but guarded with the utmost 
strictness. It was generally reported that her demesnes 
would be declared a forfeiture to the crown, and bestowed, 
at least in part, upon Randal de Lacy, who had done 
good service during the siege. Her person, it was 
thought, was destined to the seclusion of some distant 
French nunnery, where she might -at leisure repent her 
of her follies and her rashness. 

Father Aldrovand was delivered up to the discipline 
of his convent, long experience having very effectually 
taught Henry the imprudence of infringing on the privi- 
leges of the church ; although, when the King first beheld 
him with a rusty corslet clasped over his frock, he with 
difficulty repressed the desire to cause him be hanged 
over the battlements, to preach to the ravens. 

VOL. xxzvin. 6 
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With Wilkin Flammock, Henry held much conference, 
particularly on the suhject of manufactures and com- 
merce ; on which the sound-headed, though blunt-spoken 
Fleming, was well qualified to instruct an intelligent 
monarch. " Thy intentions," he said, " shall not be for- 
gotten, good fellow, though they have been anticipated by 
the headlong valour of my son Richard, which has cost 
some poor caitiffs their lives—^Richard loves not to sheathe 
a bloodless weapon. But thou and thy countrymen shall 
.return to thy mills yonder, with a full pardon for past 
offences, so that you meddle no more with such treason- 
able matters." 

''And our privileges and duties, my liege ? " said Flam- 
mock. " Your Majesty knows well we are vassals to the 
lord of this castle, and must follow him in battle." 

" It shall no longer be so," said Henry ; " I will form 
a community of Flemings here, and thou, Flammock, 
shalt be Mayor, that thou may'st not plead feudal obe- 
dience for a relapse into treason." 

"Treason, my liege!" said Flammock, longing, yet 
scarce venturing, to interpose a word in behalf of Lady 
Eveline, for whom, despite the constitutional coolness of 
his temperament, he really felt much interest — ^" I would 
that your Grace but jusUy knew how many threads went 
to that woof." 

" Peace, sirrah ! — meddle with your loom," said Henry ; 
*^ and if we deign to speak to thee concerning the mechan- 
ical arts which thou dost profess, take it for no warrant 
to intrude farther on our privacy." 

The Fleming retired, rebuked, and in silence ; and the 
fate of the unhappy prisoners remained in the Eang's 
bosom. He himself took up his lodging in the castle of 
the Grarde Doloureuse, as a convenient station for send- 



Digitized by VjOOglC 



THE BETROTHED. 67 

ing abroad parties to suppress and extinguish all the em- 
bers of rebellion ; and so active was Randal de Lacy on 
these occasions, that he appeared daily to rise in the 
Bang's grace, and was gratified with considerable grants 
out of the domains of Berenger and Lacy, which the 
King seemed already to treat as forfeited property. Most 
men considered this growing favouf of Randal as a peril- 
0U8 omen, both for the life of young De Lacy, and for the 
fate of the unfortunate Eveline. 




Digitized by VjOOglC 



WATBBI.BT N0T1U.8. 



GHAPTEB XXX. 

A T0W, a TOW— I have a row in Hmmwu 
Shall I bring pmjoxy upon my loalt 
No, not ibr Yonloe. • 

MiBflimr oy YmoB. 

The conclusion of the last chapter contains the tidings 
* with which the minstrel greeted his unhappy master, 
Hugo de Lacj ; not indeed with the same detail of cir- 
cumstances with which we have heen able to invest the 
narrative, but so as to infer the general and appalling 
facts, that his betrothed bride, and beloved and trusted 
kinsman, had leagued together for his dishonour — ^had 
raised the banner of rebellion agtunst their lawful sover- 
eign, and failing in their audacious attempt, had brought 
the life of one of them, at least, into the most imminent 
danger, and the fortunes of the House of Lacy, unless 
some instant remedy could be found, to the very verge of 
ruin. 

Yidal marked the countenance- of his master as he 
spoke, with the same keen observation which the chirur- 
geon gives to the progress of his dissecting-knife. There 
was grief on the Constable's features — deep grief— but 
without the expression of abasement or prostration which 
usually accompanies it ; anger and shame were there— 
but they were both of a noble character, seemingly ex- 
cited by hb bride and nephew's transgressing the laws 
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of allegiance, honour, and virtne, rather than bj the dis- 
grace and damage which he himself sustained through 
their crime. 

The minstrel was so much astonished at this change 
of deportment, from the sensitive acuteness of agony 
which attended the beginning of his narrative, that he 
stepped back two paces, and gazing on the Constable 
with wonder, mixed with admiration, exclaimed, <* We 
have heard of martyrs in Palestine, but this exceeds 
them!" 

"Wonder not so much, good friend," said the Con- 
stable patiently; ** it is the first blow of the lance or 
maee which pierces or stuns-^those which foUow are 
little felt."* 

"Think, my lord," said Vidal, **all is losl— love, domin- 
ion, high office, and bright &me — so late a chief among 
nobles, now a poor palmer ! " 

" Wouldst thou make sport with my misery ? " said 
Hugo, sternly ; " but even that comes of course behind 
my back, and why should it not be endured when said to 
my face ? — Know, then, minstrel, and put it in song if 
you list, that Hugo de Lacy, having lost all he carried to 
Palestine, and all which he left at home, is still lord of 

* Such an expression is said to haye been used by Mandrin the 
celebrated smuggler, while in the act of being broken upon the wheel. 
This dreadful panishment consists in the executioner, with a bar of 
iron, breaking the shoulder bones, arms, thigh-bones, and legs of the 
criminal, taking his alternate sides. The punishment is concluded 
by a blow across the breast, called the cotqt de graces because H 
removes the sufferer from his agony. When Mandrin received the 
second blow over the left shoulder bone, he laughed. His confessor 
inquired the reason of demeanour so unbecoming his situation. ** I 
only laugh at my own folly, my father,'* answered Mandrin, ''who 
could suppose that sensibility of pain should continue after tbs 
nervous system had been completely deranged by the first blow.'* 
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his own mind ; and adversity can no more shake him; 
than the hreeze which strips the oak of its leaves can 
tear up the trunk by the roots." 

" Now, by the tomb of my fiither,'' said the minstrel, 
rapturously, ** this man's nobleness is too much for my 
resolve I" and stepping hastily to the Constable, he 
kneeled on one knee, and caught his hand more freely 
than the state maintained by men of De Lacy's rank 
usually permitted. 

" Here," said Vidal, " on this hand — ^this noble hand — 
I renounce " 

But ere he could utter another word, Hugo de Lacy, 
who, perhaps, felt the fi^edom of the action as an intru- 
sion on his fallen condition, pulled back his hand, and bid 
the minstrel, With a stem frown, arise, and remember 
that misfortune made not De Lacy a fit personage for a 
mummery. 

Renault Vidal rose rebuked. '^ I had forgot," he said, 
^ the distance between an Armorican violer and a high 
Norman baron. I thought that the same depth of sorrow, 
the same burst of joy, levelled, for a moment at least, 
those artificial barriers by which men are divided. But 
it is well as it is. Live within the limits of your rank, 
as heretofore within 'your donjon tower and your fosses, 
my lord, undisturbed by the sympathy of any mean man 
like me. I, too, have my duties to discharge." 

" And now to the Garde Doloureuse," said the baron, 
turning to Philip Guarine — ** God knoweth how well it 
deserveth the name ! — there to learn, with our own eyes 
and ears, the truth of these woeful tidings. — Dismount, 
minstrel, and give me thy palfrey — I would, Guarine, 
that I had one for thee — as for Vidal, his attendance is 
less necessary. I will face my foes, or my misfortunes. 
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like a man — that be assured of, violer ; and look not so 
sullen, knave — I will not forget old adherents." 

^< One of them, at least, will not forget jou, my lord,^ 
replied the minstrel, with his usual dubious tone of look 
and emphasis. 

But just as the Constable was about to prick forwards^ 
two persons appeared on the path, mounted on one horse, 
who, hidden by some dwarf-wood, had come very near 
them without being perceived. They were male and 
female; and the man, who rode foremost, was such a 
picture of famine, as the eyes of the pilgrims had scarce 
witnessed in all the wasted lands through which they had 
travelled. His features, naturally sharp and thin, had 
disappeared almost entirely among the uncombed gray 
beard and hairs with which they were overshadowed; 
and it was but the glimpse of a long nose, that seemed as 
sharp as the edge of a knife, and the twinkling glimpse 
of his gray eyes, which gave any intimation of his linea- 
ments. His leg, in the wide old boot which enclosed it, 
looked like the handle of a mop lefl by chance in a pail 
— ^his arms were about the thickness of riding-rods — and 
such parts of his person as were not concealed by the 
tatters of a huntsman's cassock, seemed rather the 
appendages of a mummy than a live man. 

The female who sat behind this spectre exhibited also 
some symptoms of extenuation ; but being a brave jolly 
dame naturally, famine had not been able to render her a 
spectacle so ruefbl as the anatomy behind which she rode. 
Dame Gillian's cheek (for it was the reader's old ac- 
quaintance) had indeed lost the rosy hue of good cheer, 
and the smoothness of complexion which art and easy 
living had formerly substituted for the more delicate 
bloom of youth; her eyes were sunken, and had lost 



Digitized by VjOOglC 



72 WAVERLBT NOVELS. 

much of their bold and roguish lustre ; but she was still 
in some measure herself, and the remnants of former 
finery, together with the tight-drawn scarlet hose, though 
sorely fkded, showed still a remnant of coquettish pre- 
tension. 

So soon as she came within sight of the pilgrims, she 
began to punch Raoul with the end of her riding-rod. 
^ Try thy new trade, roan, since thou art unfit for any 
other — to the good men — ^to them — crave their charity." 

^Beg from beggars?" muttered Raoul; ''that were 
hawking at sparrows, dame.** 

^ It will bring our hand in use, though,'' said Gillian ; 
and commenced, in a whining tone, ^ God love you, holy 
men, who have had the grace to go to the Holy Land, 
and, what is more, have had the grace to come back 
again ; I pray, bestow some of your alms upon my poor 
old husband, who is a miserable object, as you see, and 
upon one who has the bad luck to be his wife — Heaven 
help me I " 

"Peace, woman, and hear what I have to say," 
said the Constable, laying his hand upon the bridle of 
the horse — ^''I have present occasion for that horse, 
and" 

*^ By the hunting-horn of Saint Hubert, but thou gettest 
him not without blows I" answered the old huntsman. 
'' A fine world it is, when palmers turn horse-stealers." 

" Peace, fellow I " said the Constable, sternly, — " I say 
I have occasion presently for the service of thy horse. 
Here be two gold bezants for a day's use of the brute ; 
it is well worth the fee-simple of him, were he never 
returned." 

'' But the palfirey is an old acquaintance, master," said 
Raoul 5 " and if perchance " 
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"Out upon if axkd perehanee both/* said the dame, 
giving her husband so determined a thrust as well-nigh 
pushed him out of the saddle^ "Off the horse! and 
thank God and this worthy man for the help he has sent 
us in extremity. What signifies the palfirey, when we 
have not enough to get food either for the brute or 
ourselves ? not though we would eat grass and com with 
him, like King Somebody, whom the good father used to 
read us to sleep about" 

" A truce with your prating, dame," said Baoul, offer- 
ing his assistance to help her from the croupe ; but she 
pr^erred that of Guarine, who, though advanced in 
years, retained the advantage of his stout soldierly figure. 

" I humbly thank your goodness," said she, as (having 
first kissed her) the squire set her on the ground. "And, 
pray, sir, are ye come from the Holy Land ? — Heard ye 
any tidings there of him that was Constable of Chester ? " 

De Lacy, who was engaged in removing the pillion 
from behind the saddle, stopped short in his task, and 
said, " Ha, dame ! what would you with him ? " 

" A great deal, good palmer, an I could light on him ; 
for his lands and offices are all to be given, it's like, to 
that false thief, his kinsman." 

"What! — ^to Damian, his nephew?" exclaimed the 
Constalde, in a harsh and hasty tone. 

" Lord, how you startle me, sir ! " said Gillian ; then 
continued, turning to Philip Guarine, " Your friend is a 
hasty man, belike." 

" It is the feult of the sun he has lived under so lopg,** 
said the squire ; " but look you answer his questions truly, 
and he will make it the better for you." 

Gillian instantly took the hint "Was it Damian de 
Lacy you asked after ? — ^Alas ! poor young gentleman i 
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no offices or lands for him — ^more likelj to have a gal- 
lows-cast, poor lad — and all for nought as I am a troe 
dame. Damian ! — ^no, no, it is not Damian, nor damson 
neither — ^but Randal Lacy^ that most role the roast, and 
have all the old man's lands, and livings, and lordships." 

"What?" said the Constable— « before they know 
whether the old man is dead or no? — Methinks that 
were against law and reason both." 

" Ay, but Randal Lacy has brought about less likely 
matters. Look you, he hath sworn to the King that they 
have true tidings of the Constable's death— ay, and let 
him alone to make them soothfast enough, if the Consta- 
ble were once within his danger." 

" Indeed I " said the Constable. . " But you are forging 
tales on a noble gentleman. Come, come, dame, you say 
this because you like not Randal Lacy." 

" Like him not ! — And what reason have I to like him, 
I trow ? " answered Gillian. *< Is it because he seduced 
my simplicity to let him into the castle of the Garde Do- 
loureuse — ay, oftener than once or twice either, — when he 
was disguised as a pedlar, and told him all the secrets of 
the family, and how the boy Damian, and the girl Eve- 
line, were dying of love with each other, but had not 
courage to say a word of it, for fear of the Constable, 
though he were a thousand miles off? — You seem con- 
cerned, worthy sir — may I offer your reverend worship 
a trifling sup from my bottle, which is sovereign for tre^ 
mar cordis^ and fits of the spleen ? " 

" No, no," ejaculated De Lacy — " I was but grieved 
with the shooting of an old wound. But, dame, I war- 
rant me this Damian and Eveline, as you call them, be- 
came better, closer friends in time ? " 

" They ! — ^not they indeed, poor simpletons I " answered 
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the dame ; '^ thej wanted some wise counsellor to go be* 
tween and advise them. For, look jou, sir, if old Hugo 
be dead, as is most like, it were more natural that his 
bride and his nephew should inherit his lands, than this 
same Bandal, who is but a distant kinsman, and a fore- 
sworn caitiff to boot. — Would jou think it, reverend pil- 
grim, after the mountains of gold he promised me ?— - 
when the castle was taken, and he saw I could serve him 
no more, he called me old beldame, and spoke of the bea- 
dle and the cucking-stool. — Yes, reverend sir, old beldame 
and cucking-stool were his best words, when he knew I 
had no one to take mj part, save old Raoul, who cannot 
take his own. But if grim old Hugh bring back his 
weatherbeaten carcass from Palestine, and have but half 
the devil in him which he had when he was fool enough 
to go awaj. Saint Mary, but I will do his kinsman's office 
to him!" 

There was a pause when she had done speaking. 

^Thou saj^st^" at length exclaimed the Constable, 
^ that Damian de Lacj and Eveline love each other, yet 
are unconscious of guilty or falsehood, or ingratitude to me 
— ^I would say, to their relative in Palestine ? " 

" Love, sir I— in troth and so it is — ^they do love each 
other," said Gillian ; ^ but it is like angels — or like lambs 
—or like fools, if you will; for they would never so much 
as have spoken together, but for a prank of that same 
Bandal Lac/s.'' 

^ How I " demanded the Constable — "^ a prank of Ran- 
dal's? — ^What motive had he that these two should 
meet?" 

^ Nay, their meeting was none of his seeking ; but he 
had formed a plan to carry off the Lady Eveline himself, 
for he was a wild rover, ^his same Bandal ; and so he 
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came disgaised as a merchant of falcons, and trained out 
my old stupid Raoul, and the Lady Eveline, and all of 
us, as if to have an hour's mirth in hawking at the heron. 
But he had a band of Welsh kites in readiness to pounce 
upon us ; and but for the sudden making in of Damian to 
our rescue, it is undescribable to think what might have 
come of us ; and Damian being hurt in the onslaught, 
was carried to the Gbrde Doloureuse in mere necessity ; 
and but to save his life, it is mj belief my lady would 
never have asked him to cross the drawbridge, even if 
he had offered." 

^ Woman," said the Constable, '^ think what thou say'st I 
If thou hast done evil in these matters heretofore, as I 
suspect from thine own story, think not to put it right by 
a train of new falsehoods, merely from spite at m^ising 
thy rewaixl/' 

" Pahner," said old Raoul, with his broken-toned voice, 
cracked by many a hollo, ^ I am wont to leave the busi- 
ness of tale-bearing to my wife Gillian, who will tongue- 
pad it with any shrew in Christendom. But thou speak'st 
like one having some interest in these matters, and there- 
fore I will tell thee plainly, that although this woman has 
published her own shame in avowing her correspondence 
with that same Randal Lacy, yet what she has said is true 
as the gospel ; and, were it my last word, I would say 
that Damian and the Lady Eveline are innocent of all 
treason and all dishonesty, as is the babe unborn. — But 
what avails what the like of us say, who are even driven 
to the very begging for mere support, afler having lived 
at a good house, and in a good lord's service — ^blessing 
be with him ! " 

" But hark you," continued the Constable, " are there 
lefl no ancient servants of the house, that oould speak out 
as well as you ? " 
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•* Humph!" answered the huntsman — ^"men are not 
willing to babble when Randal Lacy is cracking his 
thong above their heads. Many are slain, or starved to 
death — some disposed of — some spirited away. But 
there are the weaver Flammock and his daughter Hose, 
who know as much of the matter as we do." 

** What !— Wilkin Flammock, the stout Netherlander ? " 
said the Constable ; ^' he and his blunt but true daughter 
Rose? — I will venture my life on their faith. Where 
dwell they? — What has been their lot amidst these 
changes ? " 

^'And in Qod's name who are ytm that ask these ques- 
tions?" said Dame Gillian. "Husband, husband — ^we 
have been too free ; there is something in that look and 
that tone which I should remember." 

" Yes, look at me more fixedly," said the Constable^ 
throwing back the hood which had hitherto in some de- 
gree obscured his features. 

" On your knees— on your knees^ Baoul ! " exclaimed 
Gillian, dropping on her own at the same time ; '^ it is 
the Constable himself and he has heard me call him old 
Hugh!" 

" It is all that is lef^ of him who was the Constable, at 
least," replied De Lacy ; " and old Hugh willingly for- 
gives your freedom^ in consideration of your good news. 
Where are Flammock and his daughter?" 

" Rose is with the Lady Eveline," said Dame Gillian ; 
"her ladyship, belike, chose her for bower-woman in 
place of me, although Rose was never fit to attire so 
much as a Dutch doll." 

" The faithful girl ! " said the Constable. "And where 
is Flammock ? " 

"Oh, for him, he has pardon and favour from the 
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King/' said Raoul ; ^ and is at his own house, with his 
rabble of weavers, close beside the BatUe-bridge, as they 
now call the place where jour lordship quelled the 
Welsh." 

"Thither will I then," said the Constable; «and will 
then see what welcome King Henry of Anjon has for an 
old servant. You two must accompany me." 

" My lord," said Gillian, with hesitation, " you know 
poor folk are little thanked for interference with great 
men's a^airs. I trust your lordship will be able to pro- 
tect us if we speak the truth ; and that you will not look 
back with displeasure on what I did, acting for the best." 

" Peace,^ dame, with a wanion to ye ! " said Raoul. 
"Will you think' of your own old sinfur carcass, when 
you should be saving your sweet young mistress fix>m 
shame and oppression? — And for thy ilUtongne, and 
worse practices, his lordship knows they are bred in the 
bone of thee." 

" Peace, good fellow ! " said the Constable ; " we will 
not look back on thy wife's errors, and your fidelity shall 
be rewarded. — For you, my faithful followers," he said, 
turning towards Guarine and Vidal, "when De Lacy 
shall receive his r^hts, of which he doubts nothings hia 
first wish shall be to reward your fid^ty.* 

" Mine, such as it is, has been and shall be its own 
reward," said Vidal. "I will not accept favours from 
him in prosperity, who, in adversity, refused me his hand 
—our account stands yet open." 

" Go to, thou art a fool ; but thy profession hath a 
privilege to be humorous," said the Constable, whose 
weatherbeaten and homely features, looked even hand- 
some, when animated by gratitude to Heaven and bener- 
olence towards mankind. "We will meet," he said, 
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•• at Battle^bridge, an hour before vespers — ^I shall have 
much achieved before that time/' 

** The space is short," said his esquire. 

^* I have won a battle in jet shorter," replied the Con- 
stable. 

^ In which,'' said the minstrel, '* manj a man has died 
that thought himself well assured of life and victory." 

'^ Even so shall m j dangerous cousin Randal find his 
schemes of ambition blighted," answered the Constable ; 
and rode forwards, accompanied by Raoul and his wife, 
who had remounted their palfrey, while the minstrel and 
squire followed a-foot, and, of course, much more slowly. 
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CHAPTER XXXL 

Oh, ftar not, fear not, good Lord JohUy 

ThAt I would yon betray, 
Or sne requital for a debt, 

Which nature cannot pay. 

Bear witness, all ye sacred powers— 

Ye lights that 'gin to shine— 
Tills night shall prove the sacred tie 

That binds your lUth and mine. 

Akodent Soomsa BaxjjlO. 

Left behind by their master, the two dependants of 
Hugh de Lacj marched on in sullen silence, like men 
who dislike and distrust each other, though bound to one 
common service, and partners, therefore, in the same 
hopes and fears. The dislike, indeed, was chiefly upon 
Guarine's side ; for nothing could be more indifferent to 
Eenault Yidal than was his companion, farther than as he 
was conscious that Philip loved him not, and was not un- 
likely, so far as lay in his power, to thwart some plans 
which he had nearly at heart. He took little notice pf 
his companion, but hummed over to himself, as for the 
exercise of his memory, romances and songs, many of 
which were composed in languages which Guarine, who 
had only an ear for his native Norman, did not under- 
stand. 

They had proceeded together in this sullen manner for 
nearly two hours, when they were met by a groom on 
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horseback, leading a saddled palfrey. " Pilgrims/* said 
the man, after looking at them with some attention, 
" which of you is called Philip Guarine ? " 

" I, for fault of a better," said the esquire, " reply to 
that name." 

*^ Thy lord, in that case, commends him to you," said 
the groom; "and sends you this token, by which you 
shall know that I am his true messenger." 

He showed the esquire a rosary, which Philip instantly 
recognised as that used by the Constable. 

" I acknowledge the token," he said ; " speak my mas- 
ter's pleasure." 

" He bids me say," replied the rider, " that his visit 
thriyes as well as is possible, and that this very evening, 
by time that the sun sets, he will be possessed of his own. 
He desires, therefore, you will mount this palfrey, and 
come with me to the Garde Doloureuse, as your presence 
will be wanted there." 

" It is well, and I obey him," said the esquire, much 
pleased with the import of the message, and not dissatis- 
fied at being separated from his travelling companion. 

"And what charge for me?" said tibe minstrel, ad- 
dressing the messenger. 

" If you, as I guess, are the minstrel, Benault Yidal, 
you are to abide your master at the Battle-bridge, accord- 
ing to the charge formerly given." 

" I will meet him, as in duty bound," was Yidal's an- 
swer ; and scarce was it uttered, ere the two horsemen, 
turning their backs on him, rode briskly forward, and 
were speedily out of sight. 

It was now four hours past noon, and the sun was de- 
clining, yet there was more than three hours' space to the 
time of rendezvous, and the diBtance from the place did 
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not now exceed four miles. Yidal, therefore, either for 
the sake of rest or reflection, withdrew from the path into 
a thicket on the left hand, from which gushed the waters 
of a streamlet, fed by a small fountain that bubbled up 
amongst the trees. Here the traveller sat himself down, 
and with an air which seemed unconscious of what he 
was doing, bent his eye on the little sparkling font for 
more than half an hour, without change of posture ; so 
that he might, in Pagan times, have represented the 
statue of a water-god bending over his urn, and attentive 
only to the supplies which it was pouring forth. At 
length, however, he seemed to recall himself from this 
state of deep abstraction, drew himself up, and took some 
coarse food from his pilgrim's scrip, as if suddenly re- 
minded that life is not supported without means. But he 
had probably something at his heart which affected his 
throat or appetite. After a vain attempt to swallow a 
morsel, he threw it from him in disgust, and applied him 
to a small flask, in which he had some wine or other 
liquor. But seemingly this also turned distasteful, for he 
threw from him both scrip and bottle, and, bending down 
to the spring, drank deeply of the pure element, bathed 
in it his hands and face, and arising from the fountain ap- 
parently refreshed, moved slowly on his way, singing as 
he went, but in a low and saddened tone, wild fragments 
of ancient poetry, in a tongue equally ancient 

Journeying on in this melancholy manner, he at length 
came in sight of the Battle-bridge ; near to which arose, 
in proud and gloomy strength, the celebrated castle of the 
Garde Doloureuse. " Here, then,** he said — " here, then, 
I am to await the proud De Lacy. Be it so, in, God'^ 
name ! — ^he shall know me better ere we part." 

So saying, he strode, with long and resolved steps, 
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across the bridge, and ascending a mound which arose on 
the opposite side at some distance, he gazed for a time 
upon the scene beneath — the beautiful river, rich with the 
reflected tints of the western sky — the trees, which were 
abeadj brightened to the eje, and saddened to the fancy, 
with the hue of autumn — ^and the darksome walls and 
towers of the feudal castle, from which, at times, flashed 
a glimpse of splendour, as some sentinel's arms caught 
and gave back a transient raj of the setting sun. 

The countenance of the minstrel, which had hitherto 
been dark and troubled, seemed softened bj the quiet of 
the scene. He threw loose his pilgrim's dress, yet suffer- 
ing part of its dark folds to hang around him mantle-wise ; 
under which appeared his minstrel's tabard. He took 
from his side a rote^ and striking, from time to time, a 
Welsh descant, sung at others a lay, of which we can 
offer only a few fragments, literally translated from the 
ancient language in which they were chanted, premising 
that they are in that excursive symbolical style of poetry, 
which Taliessin, Llewarch Hen, and other bards, had 
derived perhaps from the time of the Druids. 

"" I asked of m^ harp, » Who hsth injured thy cliiords ? ' 
And she replied, * The crooked finger, which I mooked in my tone.* 
A blade of silver may be bended — a blade of steel abideth — 
Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endureth. 

^ The sweet taste of mead passeth from the lips, 

But they are long corroded by the juice of wormwood; 

The lamb is brought to the shambles, but the wdf rangeth the 

mountain; 
Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endureth. 

** I asked the red-hot iron, when it glimmered on the anvil, 
Wherefore glowest thou longer than the firebrand? * — 
I was bom in the dark mine, and the brand in the pleasant green- 
wood.' 

Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endureth. 
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** I asked the green oak of the assembly, wherefore its boughs weie dr^ 

and seared like the horns of the stag? 
And it showed me that a small worm had gnawed its roots. 
The hoy who remembered the scourge, nndid the wicket of the casflA 

at midnight. 
Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endnreth. 

** Lightning destroyeth temples, though their spires pierce the clouds } 
Storms destroy armadas, though thebr sails intercept the gale. 
He that is in his glory falleth, and that by a contemptible enemy. 
Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endureth.*' 

More of the same wild images were thrown out, each 
bearing some analogy, however fanciful and remote, to 
the theme, which occurred like a chorus at the close 
of each stanza ; so that the poetry resembled a piece of 
music, which, after repeated excursions through fanciful 
variations, returns ever and anon to the simple melodj 
which is the subject of ornament 

As the minstrel sung, his eyes were fix6d on the bridge 
and its vicinity ; but when, near the close of his chant, he 
raised up his eyes towards the distant towers of the Garde 
Doloureuse, he saw that the gates were opened, and that 
there was a mustering of guards and attendants without 
the barriers, as if some expedition were about to set forth, 
or some person of importance to appear on the scene. At 
the same time, glancing his eyes around,- he discovered 
that the landscape, so solitary when he first took his seat 
on the gray stone from which he overlooked it, was now 
becoming filled with figures. 

During his reverie, several persons, solitary arid in 
groups, men, women, and children, had begun to assem- 
ble themselves on both sides of the river, and were loiter- 
ing there, as if expecting some spectacle. There was also 
much bustling at the Flemings' mills, which, though at 
some distance, were also completely under his eye. A 
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procession seemed to be arranging itself there, which 
soon began to move forward, with pipe and tabor, and 
various other instruments of music, and soon approached, 
in regular order, the place where Vidal was seated. 

It appeared the business in hand was of a pacific char- 
acter; for the gray-bearded old men of the little settle- 
ment, in their decent russet gowns, came first afler the 
rustic band of music, walking in ranks of three and three, 
supported by their staves, and regulating the motion of 
the whole procession by their sober and staid pace. After 
these fathers of the settlement came Wilkin Flammook, 
mounted on his mighty war-horse, and in . complete ar- 
mour, save his head, like a vassal prepared to do military 
service for his lord. After him followed, and in battle 
rank, the flower of the little colony, consisting of thirty 
men, well armed and appointed, whose steady march, as 
well as their clean and glittering armour, showed steadi- 
ness and discipline, although they lacked alike the fiery 
glance of the French soldiery, or the look of dogged defi- 
ance which characterized the English, or the wild ecstatic 
impetuosity of eye which then distinguished the Welsh. 
The mothers and the maidens of the colony came next ; 
then followed the children, with faces as chubby, and fea- 
tures as seriousy and steps as grave as their parents ; and 
last, as a rear-guard, came the youths from fourteen 
to twenty, armed with light lances, bows, and similar 
weapons becoming their age. 

This procession wheeled around the base of the mound 
or embankment on which the minstrel was seated ; crossed 
the bridge with the same slow and regular pace, and 
formed themselves into a double line, facing inwards, as 
if to receive some person of consequence, or witness some 
ceremonial. Flammock remained at the extremity of the 
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avenue thus formed by his countrymen, and quietly, yet 
earnestly engaged in making arrangements and prepara- 
tions. 

In the meanwhile, stragglers of different countries be- 
gan to draw together, apparently brought there by mere 
curiosity, and formed a motley assemblage at the farther 
end of the bridge, which was that nearest to the castle. 
Two English peasants passed very near the stone on 
which Vidal sat. — ^^ Wilt thou sing us a song, minstrel," 
said one of them, " and here is a tester for thee ? *' 
throwing into his hat a small silver coin. 

"I am under a vow," answered the minstrel, "and 
may not practise the gay science at present." 

" Or you are too proud to play to English churls," said 
the elder peasant, " for thy tongue smacks of the Nor- 
man." 

" Keep the coin, nevertheless," said the younger man. 
"Let the palmer have what the minstrel refuses to 
earn." 

" I pray you reserve your bounty, kind friend," said 
Vidal, " I need it not ; — and tell me of your kindness, 
instead, what matters are going forward here." 

" Why, know you not that we have got our Constable 
de Lacy again, and that he is to grant solemn investiture 
to the Flemish weavers of all these fine things Harry of 
Anjou has given? — Had Edward the Confessor been 
alive, to give the Netherland knaves their guerdon, it 
would have been a cast of the gallows-tree. But come, 
neighbour, we shall lose the shoW." 

So saying, they pressed down the hill. 

Yidal fixed his eyes on the gates of the distant castle ; 
and the distant waving of banners, and mustering of men 
on horseback, though imperfectly seen at such a distance, 
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apprized him that one of note was about to set forth at 
the head of a considerable train of military attendants. 
Distant flourishes of trumpets, which came faintly yet 
distinctly on his ear, seemed to attest the same. Pres- 
ently he perceived, by the dust which began to arise in 
columns betwixt the castle and the bridge, as well as by 
the nearer sound of the clarions, that the troop was ad- 
vancing towards him in procession. 

Yidal, on his own part, seemed as if irresolute whether 
to retain his present position, where he conunanded a full 
but remote view of the whole scene, or to obtain a nearer 
but more partial one, by involving himself in the crowd 
which now closed around on either hand of the bridge, 
unless where the avenue was kept open by the armed and 
arrayed Flemings. 

A monk next hurried past Yidal, and on his inquiring 
as formerly the cause of th^ assembly, answered, in a 
muttering tone, from beneath his hood, that it was the 
Constable de Lacy, who, as the first act of his authority, 
was then and there to deliver to the Flemings a royal 
charter of their immunities. 

<< He is in haste to exercise his authority, methinks," 
said the minstrel. 

^^ He that has just gotten a sword is impatient to draw 
it," replied the monk, who added more which the minstrel 
understood imperfectly; for Father Aldrovand had not 
recovered the injury which he had received during the 
siege. 

Yidal, however, understood him to say, that he was to 
meet the Constable there, to beg his &vourable interces- 
sion. 

'< I also will meet him," said Renault Yidal, rising sud- 
denly from the stone which he occupied. 
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" Follow me, then," mumbled the priest ; " the Flem- 
ings know me, and will let me forward." 

But Father Aldrovand being in disgrace, his influence 
was not so potent as he had flattered himself; and both 
he and the minstrel were jostled to and fro in the crowd, 
and separated from each other. 

Vidal, however, was recognised by the English peas- 
ants who had before spoken to him. ^ Canst thou do any 
jugglers* feats, minstrel?" said one. "Thou may'st 
earn a &ir largess, for our Norman masters love jong- 
hrier 

" I know but one," said Vidal, ** and I will show it, if 
you will yield me some room." 

They crowded a little off from him, and gave him time 
to throw aside his bonnet, bare his legs and knees, by 
stripping off the leathern buskins which swathed them, 
and retaining' only his sandals. He then tied a parti- 
coloured handkerchief around his swarthy and sunburnt 
hair, and casting off his upper doublet, showed his brawny 
and nervous arms naked to the shoulder. 

But while he amused those immediately about him^with 
these preparations, a commotion and rush among the 
crowd, together with the close sound of trumpets, an- 
swered by all the Flemish instruments of music, as well 
as the shouts in Norman and English, of " Long live the 
gallant Constable I — Our Lady for the bold De Lacy ! " 
announced that the Constable was close at hand. 

Vidal made incredible exertions to approach the leader 
of the procession, whose morion, distinguished by its lofty 
plumes, and right hand holding his truncheon, or leading- 
staff, was all he could see, on account of the crowd of 
officers and armed men around him. At length his exer- 
tions prevailed, and he came within three yards of the 
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CJonstable, who was then in a small circle which had been 
with difficulty kept clear for the purpose of the ceremo- 
nial of the daj. His back was towards the minstrel, and 
he was in the act of bending from his horse to deliver the 
royal* charter to Wilkin Flammock, who had knelt on one 
knee to receive it the more reverenftiaUy. His discharge 
of this duty occasioned the Constable to stoop so low. that 
his plumes seemed in the act of mixing with the flowing 
mane of his noble charger. 

At this moment, Yidal threw himself with singular 
agility, over the heads of the Flemings who guarded the 
circle ; and, ere an eye could twinkle, his right knee was 
on the croupe of the Constable's horse — ^the grasp of his 
left hand on the collar of De Lacy's buff-coat; then, 
clinging to his prey like a tiger after its leap, he drew, in 
the same instant of time, a short, sharp dagger — ^and 
buried it in the back of the neck, just where the spine, 
which was severed by the stroke, serves to convey to the 
trunk of the human body the mysterious influences of the 
brain. The blow was struck with the utmost accuracy 
of aim and strength of arm. The unhappy horseman 
dropped from his saddle, without groan or struggle, like a 
bull in the amphitheatre, under the steel of the tauridor ; 
and in the same saddle sat his murderer, brandishing the 
bloody poniard, and urging the horse to speed. 

There was indeed a possibility of his having achieved 
his escape, so much wpre those around paralyzed for the 
moment by the suddenness and audacity of the enter- 
prise ; but Flammock's presence of mind did not forsake 
him — ^he seized the horse by the bridle, and, aided b j 
those who wanted but an example, made the rider pris- 
oner, bound his arms, and called slmid that he must be 
carried before King Henry. This proposal, uttered in 
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Flammock'd strong and decided tone of voice, silenced a 
thousand wild cries of murder and treason, which^ had 
arisen while the different and hostile natives, of which the 
crowd was composed, threw upon each other reciprocally 
the chwge of treachery. 

All the streams, however, now assembled in one chan- 
nel, and poured with unanimous assent towards the Garde 
Doloureuse, excepting a few of the murdered nobleman's 
train, who remained to transport their master's body, in 
decent solemnity of mourning, from the spot which he had 
sought with so much pomp and triumph. 

When Flammock reached the Garde Doloureuse, he 
was readily admitted with his prisoner, and with such 
witnesses as he had selected to prove. the execution of 
xthe crime. To his request of an audience, he was an- 
swered, that the King had commanded that none should 
be admitted to him for some time ; yet so singular were 
the tidings of the Constable's slaughter, that the captain 
of the guard ventured to interrupt Henry's privacy, in 
order to communicate that event ;. and returned with oi^ 
ders that Flammock and his prisoner should be instantly ad- 
mitted to the royal apartment Here they found Henry, 
attended by several persons, who stood respectfully be- 
hind the royal seat, in a darkened part of the room. 

When Flammock entered, his large bulk and massive 
limbs were strangely contrasted with cheeks pale with 
horror at what he had just witnessed, and with awe at 
finding himself in the royal presence-chamber. Beside 
him stood his prisoner, undaunted by the situation in 
which he w&s placed. The blood of his victim, which 
bad spirted &om the wound, was visible on his bare limbs 
and his scanty garments ; but particularly upon his broW| 
and the handkerchief with which it was bound. 
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Henry gazed on him with a stern look, which the other 
not only endured without dismay, bat seemed to return 
with a frown of defiance. 

^Does no one know this caitiff?" said Henry, looking 
around him. 

There was no immediate answer, until Philip Guarine, 
stepping from the group which stood behind the royal 
cludr, said, though with hesitation, ^ So please you, my 
liege,*but for the strange guise in which he is now ar- 
rayed, I should say there was a household minstrel of my 
master, by name Renault YidaL" 

"Thou art deceived, Norman," replied the minstrel; 
^ my menial place and base lineage were but assumed — ^I 
am Cadwallon the Briton — Cadwallon of the Nine Lays 
— Cadwallon, the chief bard of Gwenwyn of Powys-land 
— «nd his avenger I " 

As he uttered the last word, his looks encountered 
those of a palmer, who had gradually advanced from the 
recess in which the attendants were stationed, and now 
confronted him. 

The Welshman's eyes looked so eagerly ghastly as if 
fiying from their sockets, while he exclaimed, in a tone 
of surprise, mingled with horror, " Do the dead come 
before monarchs? — Or, if thou art alive, whom have I 
slain ? — I dreamed not, surely, of that bound, and of that 
home blow ? — ^yet my victim stands before me ! Have I 
not slain the Constable of Chester?" 

" Thou hast indeed slain the Constable," answered the 
King ; " but know, Welshman, it was Randal de Lacy, 
on whom that charge was this morning conferred, by our 
belief of our loyal and faithful Hugh de Lac/s having 
been lost upon his return from the Holy Land, as the 
vessel in which he had taken passage was reported to 
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have Buffered shipwreck. Thou hast cut short Ran- 
dal's brief elevation but by a few hours ; for to-morrow's 
sun would have again seen him without land or lord* 
ship." 

The prisoner dropped his head on his bosom in evi- 
dent despair. ^'I thought/' he murmured, ''that he 
had changed his slough, and come forth so glorious 
all too soon. May the eyes drop out that were cheated 
with those baubles, a plumed cap and a lacquered 
baton!" 

^ I will take care, Welshman, thine eyes cheat thee 
not again," said the King, sternly; ^before the night 
is an hour older, they shall be closed on all that U 
earthly." 

^May I request of your nobleness," said the Con- 
stable, " that you will permit me to ask the unhappy man 
a few questicms ? " 

''When I have demanded of him myself," said the 
King, '' why he has dipt his hands in the blood of a noble 
Norman." 

"Because he at whom I aimed my blow," said the 
Briton, his eye glancing fiercely from the King to De 
Lacy, and back, " had spilled the blood of the descendant 
of a thousand kings ; to which his own gore, or thine, 
proud Count of Anjou, is but as the puddle of the high- 
way to the silver fountain." 

Henry's eye menaced the audacious speaker ; but the 
King reined in his wrath when he beheld the imploring 
look of his servant — " What wouldst thou ask of him ? " 
he said ; "be brief, for his time is short." 

" So please you, my liege, I would but demand 
wherefore he has for years forborne to take the life 
be aimed at, when it was in his power-*— nay, when 
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it must have been lost but for his seemingly faithftil 
service?" » 

"Norman," said Cadwallon, **I will answer thee. 
When I first took upon me thy service, it was well my 
purpose to have slain thee that night. There stands the 
man," pointing to Philip Guarine, '^ to whose vigilance 
thou owed'st thy safety." 

" Indeed," said De Lacy, " I do remember some indi- 
cations of such a purpose ; but why didst thou forego it, 
' when following opportunities put it in thy power?" 

" When the slayer of my sovereign became Grod's 
soldier," answered Cadwallon, " and served his cause in 
Palestine, he was safe from my earthly vengeance." 

"A wonderful forbearance on the part of a Welsh 
assassin ! " said the King, scornfully. 

"Ay," answered Cadwallon; "and which certain 
Christian princes have scarce attained to, who have 
never neglected the chance of pillage or conquest afforded 
by the absence of a rival in the Holy Crusade." 

" Now, by the Holy Rood " — said Henry, on the point 
of bursting out, for the insult affected him peculiarly; 
but suddenly stopping, he said, with an air of contempt, 
" To the gallows with the knave !" 

" But one other question," said De Lacy, " Renault, or 
by whatever name thou art called. Ever since my return 
thou hast rendered me service inconsistent with thy stem 
resolution upon my life — thou didst aid me in my ship- 
wreck — and didst guide me safely through Wales, where 
my name would have ensured my death ; and all this 
after the crusade was accomplished ? " 

" I could explain thy doubt," said the bard, " but that 
it might be thought I was pleading for my life." 

"Hesitate not for that," said the Bang; "for were 
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our Holj Father to intercede for thee, his prayer were in 
yain.y 

" Well then," said the bard, ^* know the truth — ^I was 
too proud to permit either wave or Welshman to sliiare in 
my revenge. Enow also, what is perhaps Cadwallon's 
weakness — ^use and habit had divided my feelings towards 
De Lacy, between aversion and admiration. I still con- 
templated my revenge, but as something which I might 
never complete, and which seemed rather an image in 
the clouds, than an object to which I must one day draw 
near. And when I beheld thee,'' he said, turning to De 
Lacy, " this very day so determined, so sternly resolved, 
to bear thy impending fate like a man — ^that you seemed 
to me to resemble the last tower of a ruined palace still 
holding its head to heaven, when its walls of splendour, 
and its bowers of delight, lay in desolation around — ^may 
I perish, I said to myself, in secret, ere I perfect its 
ruin ! Yes, De Lacy, then, even then — ^but some hours 
since — hadst thou accepted my proffered hand, I had 
served thee as never follower served master. You re- 
jected it with scorn — and yet uotwithstanding that insult, 
it required that I should have seen you, as I thought, 
trampling over the field in which you slew my master, 
in the full pride of Norman insolence, to animate my 
resolution to strike the blow, which, meant for you, has 
slain at least one of your usurping race. — ^I will answer 
no more questions — ^lead on to axe or gallows — it is in- 
different to Cadwallon — my soul will soon be with my 
free and noble ancestry, and with my beloved and royal 
patron." 

"My liege and prince," said De Lacy, bending 
his knee to Henry, " can you hear this, and refuse 
your ancient servant one request? — Spare this man! 
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— ^Extinguish not such a light, because it is devious and 
wild." 

'< Rise, rise, De Lacy ; and shame thee of thy petition," 
said the King, ^ Thy kinsman's blood — the blood of a 
noble Norman, is on the Welshman's hands and brow. 
As I am crowned King, he shall die ere it is wiped off. 
— ^Here ! have him to present execution I " 

Cadwallon was instantly withdrawn under a guard. 
The Constable seemed, by action rather than words, to 
continue his intercession. 

" Thou art mad, De Lacy — ^thou art mad, mine old and 
true friend, to urge me thus," said the King,, compelling 
De Lacy to rise. " See'st thou not that my care in this 
matter is for thee ? — ^This Randal, by largesses and prom- 
ises, hath made many friends, who will not, perhaps, 
easily again be brought to your allegiance, returning as 
thou dost, diminished in power and wealth. Had he 
lived, we might have had hard work to deprive him 
entirely of the pewer which he had acquired. We thank 
the Welsh assassin who hath rid us of him ; but his ad- 
herents would cry foul play were the murderer spared. 
When blood is paid for blood, all will be forgotten, and 
their loyalty will once more flow in its proper channel to 
thee, their lawful lord." 

Hugo de Lacy arose from his knees, and endeavoured 
respectfully to combat the politic reasons of his wily sover- 
eign, which he plainly saw were resorted to less for his 
sake than with the prudent purpose of effecting the 
change of feudal authority, with the least possible trouble 
to the country or Sovereign. 

Henry listened to De Lacy's arguments patiently, and 
combated them with temper, until the death-drum began 
to beat, and the castle bell to toll. He then led De Lacy 
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to the window ; on which, for it was now dark, a strong 
ruddy light began to gleam from without. A body of 
men-at-arms, each holding in his hand a blazing torch, 
were returning along the terrace from the execution of 
the wild but high-souFd Briton, with cries of " Long live 
King Henry! and so perish all enemies of the gentle 
Norman meni" 
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CONCLUSION. 

A ran h&th sei— a star h&ih xiMn, 
0, Genldine! since anns of thine 
Hate been the lorelj lady's prison. 

COUBIDOS. 

Popular fame had erred in assigning to Eveline Be- 
renger, after the capture of her castle, anj confinement 
more severe than that of her aunt the Lady Abbess of 
the Cistertians' convent afforded. Tet that was severe 
enough ; for maiden aunts, whether abbesses or no, are 
not tolerant of the species of errors of which Eveline 
was accused ; and the innocent damosel was brought in 
many ways to eat her bread in shame of countenance and 
bitterness of heart. Every day of her confinement was 
rendered less and less endurable by taunts, in the various 
forms of sympathy, consolation, and exhortation; but 
which, stript of their assumed forms, were undisguised 
anger and insult The company of Rose was all which 
Eveline had to sustain her under these inflictions, and 
that was at length withdrawn on the very morning when 
80 many important events took place at the Garde 
Doloureuse. 

The unfortunate young lady inquired in vain of a grim- 
faced nun, who appeared in Rose's place to assist her to 
dress, why her companion and friend was debarred attend- 
ance. The nun observed on that score an obstinate 

voi« xxsvni. 7 



Digitized 



by Google 




98 WAYEBIiET 3rO¥XLS. 

silence, but threw out many hints on the importance 
attached to « the vain ornaments of a frail child of day, 
and on the hardship that even a spouse of Heaven was 
compelled to divert her thoughts from her higher duties, 
and condescend to fasten clasps and adjust veils. 

The Lady Abbess, however, told her niece after ma- 
tins, that her attendant had not been withdrawn from her 
for a space only, but was likely to be shut up in a house 
of the severest profession, for having aflforded her mistress 
assistance in receiving Damian de Lacy into her sleeping 
apartment at the castle of Baldringham. 

A soldier of De Lacy's band, who had hitherto kept 
what he had observed a secret, being off his post that 
night, had now in Damian^s disgrace found he might 
benefit himself by telling the story. This new blow, a6 
unexpected, so afflictive — ^this new charge, which it was 
so difficult to explain, and so impossible utterly to deny, 
seemed to Eveline to seal Damian's fate and her own ; 
while the thought that she had involved in ruin her sin- 
gle-hearted and high-soul'd attendant, was all that had 
been wanting to produce a state which approached to the 
apathy of despair. " Think of me what you will," she 
said to her aunt, " I will no longer defend myself — say 
what you will, I wiU no longer reply — carry me where 
you will, I will no longer resist — Grod will, in 'his good 
time, clear my fame — ^may he forgive my persecutors ! " 

After this, and during several hours of that unhappy 
day, the Lady Eveline, pale, cold, silent, glided from 
chapel to refectory, from refectory to chapel again, at the 
slightest beck of the Abbess or her official sisters, and 
seemed to regard the various privations, penances, admo- 
nitions, and reproaches, of which she, in the course of that 
day, was subjected to an extraordinary share, no more 
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than a marble statue minds the mclemencj of the ex- 
ternal air, or the rain-drops which fall upon it, though 
they must in time waste and consume it 

The Abbess, who loved her nieice, although her affec- 
tion showed itself often in a vexatious manner, became at 
length alarmed — countermanded her orders for removing 
Eveline ix> an inferior cell — attended herself to see her 
laid in bed, (in which, as in every thing else, the young 
lady seemed entirely passive,) and, with something like 
reviving tenderness, kissed and blessed her on leaving the 
apartment Slight as the mark of kindness was, it was 
unexpected, and, like the rod of Moses, opened the hidden 
fountains of waters. Eveline wept, a resource which had 
been that day denied to her — she prayed — and, finally, 
sobbed herself to sleep, like an infant, with a mind some- 
what tranquillized by having given way to this tide of 
natural emotion. 

She awoke more than once in the night to recall min- 
gled and gloomy dreams of cells and of castles, of funerals 
and of bridals, of coronets and of racks and gibbets ; but 
towards morning she fell into sleep more sound than she 
had hitherto enjoyed, and her visions partook of its sooth- 
ing character. The Lady of the Garde Doloureuse 
seemed to smile on her amid her dreams, and to promise 
her votaress protection. The shade of her father was 
there also ; and with the boldness of a dreamer, she saw 
the paternal resemblance with awe, but without fear ; his 
lips moved, and she heard words — ^their import she did 
not fully comprehend, sate that they spoke of hope, con- 
solation, and a^roaching happiness. There also glided 
in, with bright blue eyes fixed upon hers, dressed in a 
tunic of saffron-coloured silk, with a mantle of cerulean 
blue of antique fashion, the form of a female, resplendent 
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in that delicate species of beauty which attends the fair- 
est /complexion. It was, she thought, the Britoness 
Yanda ; but her countenance was no longer resentful — 
her long yellow hair flew not loose on her shoulders, but 
was mysteriously braided with oak and mistletoe ; above 
all, her right hand was gracefully disposed of under her 
mantle ; and it was an unmutilated, unspotted, and beauti- 
fully formed hand which crossed the brow of Eveline. 
Yet, under these assurances of favour, a thrill of fear 
passed over her as the vision seemed to repeat, or chant, 

" WidowM wife and wedded maid, 
Betrothed, betrayer, and betrayM, 
All is done that has been said; 
Vandals wrong has been y-wroken — 
Take her pardon by this token." 

She bent down, as if to kiss Eveline, who started at that 
instant, and then awoke. Her hand was indeed gently 
pressed, by one as pure and white as her own. The blue 
eyes and fair hair of a lovely female face, with half-veiled 
bosom and dishevelled locks, flitted through her vision, 
and indeed its lips approached to those of the lovely 
sleeper at the moment of her awakening; but it was Rose 
in whose arms her mistress found herself pressed, and 
who moistened her face with tears, as in a passion of 
affection she covered it with kisses. 

" What means this, Rose ? " said Eveline ; " thank God, 
you are restored to me ! — But what mean these bursts of 
weeping ? " 

" Let me weep — ^let me weep," said Rose ; " it is long 
since I have wept for joy, and long, I trust, it will be 
ere I again weep for sorrow. News are come on the 
spur from the Garde Doloureuse — Amelot has brought 
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them — he is at liberty — bo is '^ns master, and in high 
favour with Henry, Hear yet more, but let me not tell 
it too hastily — ^you grow pale." 

"No, no," said Eveline; "go on — go on — ^I# think I 
understand you — I think I do." 

' " The villain Randal de Lacy, the master-mover of all 
our sorrows, will plague you no more ; he was slain by 
an honest Welshman, and grieved am I that they have 
hanged the poor man for his good service. Above all, 
the stout old Constable is himself returned from Pales- 
tine, as worthy, and somewhat wiser, than he was ; for it 
is thought he will renounce his contract with your lady- 
ship."^ 

" Silly girl," said Eveline, crimsoning as high as she 
had been before pale,." jest not amidst such a tale. — But 
can this be reality ? — ^Is Bandal indeed slain ? — and the 
Constable returned ? " 

These were hasty and hurried questions, answered as 
hastily and confusedly, and broken with ejaculations of 
surprise and thanks to Heaven, and to Our Lady, until 
the ecstasy of delight sobered down into a sort of tran- 
quil wonder. 

Meanwhile Damian Lacy also had his explanations to 
receive, and the mode in which they were conveyed had 
something remarkable.. Damian had for some time been 
the inhabitant of what our age would have termed a dun- 
geon, but which, in the ancient days, they called a prison. 
We are perhaps censurable in making the dwelling and 
the food of acknowledged and convicted guilt more com- 
fortable and palatable than what the parties could have 
gained by any exertions when at large, and supporting 
themselves by honest labour ; but this is a venial error 
dompared to that of our ancestors, who, considering a 
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cbarge aiid a cottviction as synonymons, treated the ac- 
cused before sentence in a manner whicb woald have 
been of itself a severe punishment after he was found 
guilty. Damian, therefbre, notwithstanding his high 
birth and distinguished rank, was confined after the man- 
ner of the most atrocious criminal, was heavily fettered, 
fed on the coarsest food, and experienced only this allevi- 
ation, that he was permitted to indulge his misery in a 
solitary and separate cell, the wretched furniture of which 
was a mean bedstead, and a broken table and chair. A 
coffin — ^and his own arms and initials were painted upon 
it — stood in one comer, to remind him of his approaching 
fate ; and a crucifix was placed in another, to intimate to 
him that there was a world beyond that which must soon 
close upon him. No noise could penetrate into the iron 
silence of his prison — no rumour, either touching his own 
fate or that of his friends. Charged with being taken in 
open arms against the King, he was subject to military 
law, and to be put to death even without the formality of 
a hearing; and he foresaw no milder conclusion to his 
imprisonment 

This melancholy dwelling had been the abode of Da- 
mian for nearly a month, when, strange as it may seem, 
his health, which had suffered much from his wounds, 
began gradually to improve, either benefited by the ab- 
stemious diet to which he was reduced, or that certainty, 
however melancholy, is an evil better endured by many 
constitutions than the feverish contrast betwixt passion and 
duty. But the term of his imprisonment seemed drawing 
speedily to a close; his jailer, a sullen Saxon of the 
lowest order, in more words than he had yet used to 
him, warned him to look to a speedy change of dwelling ; 
and the tone in which he spoke convinced the prisoner 
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tJiere was no time to be lost. He demanded a oomfessor, 
aed the jailer, though he withdrew without replj, seemed 
1^ indmalie by his maoner that the boon would be granted. 

Next morning, at an unusually early hour, the chains 
afid bolts of the oell were heard to clash and groan, and 
Damian was startled from a broken sleep, which he had- 
not enjoyed for aboye two hours. His eyes were bent 
on the .4owly opening door^ as if he had expected the 
headsman and his assistants ; but the jailer ushered in a 
stout man in a pilgrim's habit 

" Is it a pnest whom you bring me, warden ? ** said die 
unhappy prisoner. 

^ He. can best answer the question himself/' said the^ 
surly official, and presently withdrew. 

The pilgrim remained standing on the floor, with his 
back to the small window, or rather loophole, by whidi 
the cell was imperfectly lighted, and gazed intently upcm 
Damian, who was seated on the side of his bed ; his pale 
cheek and dishevelled hair bearing a melancholy corre- 
spondence to his heavy irons. He returned the pilgrim's 
gaze, but the imperfect light only showed him that his 
visitor was a stout old man, who wore the scallop-ehell 
on bis bonnet, as a token that he had passed, the sea, and 
carried a palm branch in his hand, to show he had visited 
the Holy Land. 

*^ Benedicite, reverend father/' said the unhappy young 
man; '^are you a priest come to unburden my con- 
science ? " 

'^ I am not a priest," replied the Palmer, '^ but one who 
brings you news of discomfort." 

^ You bring them to one to whom comfort has been 
long a stranger, and to a place which peiFchaace never 
koaw it," replied Damian. 
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<< I may be the bolder in mj communication/' said die 
Palmer ; ^^ those in sorrow will better hear ill news than 
those whom they surprise in the possession of content and 
happiness." 

• ^ Yet even the situation of the wretched," said Damian, 
" can be rendered more wretched by suspense. I pray 
you, reverend sir, to speak the worst at once — If you 
come to announce the doom of this poor frame, may Grod 
be gracious to the spirit which must be violently dismissed 
from it ! " 

^^I have no such charge," said the Palmer. <' I come 
fix)m the Holy Land, and have the more grief in finding 
you thus, because my message to you was one addressed 
to a free man, and a wealthy one." 

"For my freedom," said Damian, "let these fetters 
speak, and this apartment for my wealth. — But speak out 
thy news — should my uncle — ^for I fear thy tale regards 
him — ^want either my arm or my fortune, this dungeon 
and my degradation have farther pangs than I had yet 
supposed, as they render me unable to aid him." 

"Your uncle, young man," said the Palmer, "is 
prisoner, I should rather say slave, to the great Soldan, 
taken in a battle in which he did his duty, though unable 
to avert the defeat of the Christians, with which it was 
concluded. He was made prisoner while covering the 
retreat, but not until he had slain with his own hand, for 
his misfortune as it has proved, Hassan Ali, a favourite 
of the Soldan. The cruel pagan has caused the worthy 
knight to be loaded with irons heavier than those you 
wear, and the dungeon to which he is confined would 
make this seem a palace. The infidel's first resolution 
was to put the valiant Constable to the most dreadM 
death which his tormentors could deVise. But fame told 
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him that Hugo de Lacj was a man of great power and 
wealth ; and he has demanded a ransom of ten thousand 
hezants of gold. Your uncle replied that the payment 
would totally impoverish him, and oblige him to dispose 
of his whole estates; even then he pleaded, time must be 
allowed him to convert them into money. The Soldan 
replied, that it imported little to him whether a hound 
like the Constable were fat or lean, and that he therefore 
insisted upon the full amount of the ransom. But he so 
far relaxed as to make it payable in three porti<Kis, on 
condition that, along with the first portion of the price, 
the nearest of kin and heir of De Lacy must be placed^ 
his hands as a hostage for what remained due. On these 
conditions he consented your uncle should be put at 
liberty so soon as you arrive in Palestine with the gold.'' 

" Now, may I indeed call myself unhappy," said Da- 
mian, ^' that I cannot show my love and duty to my noble 
uncle, who hath ever been a father to me in my orphan 
state." 

^' It will be a heavy disappointment, doubtless, to the 
Constable," said the Palmer, ^ because he was eager to 
return to this happy country, to fulfil a contract of mar- 
riage which he had formed with a lady of great beauty 
and fortune." 

Damian shrunk together in such sort that his fetters 
clashed, but he made no answer. 

"Were he not your uncle," continued the Pilgrim, 
" and well known as a wise man, I should think he is not 
quite prudent in this matter. Whatever he was before 
he left England, two summers spent in the wars of Pales- 
tine, and another amid the tortures and restraints of a 
heathen prison, have made him a sorry bridegroom." 

" Peace, pilgrim," said De Lacy, with a commanding 
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tone. ^ It is not thy part to censmie such a noble knight 
as my uncle^ nor is it meet that I should listen to your 
Btrictures." 

" I crave your pardon, young man," said the Palmer. 
"I spoke not without some view to your interest, which, 
methinks, does not so well consort with thine unde 
having an heir of his body." 

" Peace, base man I " said Damian. ** By Heaven, I 
think worse of my cell than I did before, since its doors 
opened to such a counsellor, and of my diains, since they 
restrain me from chastising him. — Depart, I pray thee." 

* Not till I have your answer for your uncle," an- 
swered the Palmer. " My age scorns the anger of thy 
youth, as the rock despises the foam of the rivulet da^ed 
against it." 

" Then say to my uncle," answered Damian, ^ I am a 
prisoner, or I would hare come to him — ^I am a confi»* 
cated beggar, or I would have sent him my all." 

" Such virtuous purposes are easily and boldly an- 
nounced," said the Palmer, ^' when he who speaks them 
knows that he cannot be called upon to make good the 
boast of his tongue. But could I teU thee of thy restora* 
tion to freedom and wealth, I trow thou wouldst consider 
twice ere thy act confirmed the sacrifice thou hast in fi^ 
present state promised so glibly." 

" Leave me, I prithee, old man," said Damian ; " Ay 
thought cannot comprehend the tenor of mine — go^ and 
add not to my distress insults which I have not the means 
to avenge." 

^ But what if I had it in my power to place thee in the 
ffltuation of a free and wealthy man, would it please dice 
then to be reminded of thy present boast ? for if not, thou 
may'st rely on my discretion never to mention the diflfer- 
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mce of sentiment between Damian boand and Damian 
at liberty." 

" How meanest thou ? — or hast ^boa any meaning, save 
to torment me ? " said the youth. 

" Not so,'' replied the old Palmer, plucking from his 
bosom a parchment scroll to which a heavy seal waa 
attached. — ^ Know that thy cousin* Randal hath been 
strangely slain, and his treacheries towards the Constable 
and thee as strangely discovered. The King, in requital 
of thy sufferings, hath sent thee this full pardon, and en- 
dowed thee with a third part of those ample egtates, 
which, by his dea<^, revert to the crown." 

^'And hath tlie King also restored my freedom and my 
right of blood ? " exclaimed Damian. 

**Prom this moment, forthwith," said the Palmer — 
"look upon the parchment — behold the ivyai hand and 
seal." 

"I must have better proof. — ^Here," he exclaimed, 
loudly clashing his irons at the same time, ^ Here, thou 
Dogget — ^warder, son of a Saxon wolf-hound ! " 

The Palmer, striking on the door; seconded the pre- 
vious exertions for summoning the jailer, who entered 
accordingly. 

** Warder " said Damian de Lacy, in a stem tone, " am 
I yet thy prisoner, or no ? " 

The sullen jailer consulted the Palmer by a look, and 
then answered to Damian that he was a free man. 

'< Then, death of thy heart, slave," said Damian, im- 
patiently, " why hang these fetters on the free limbs of a 
Norman noble? each moment they confine him are worth 
a lifetime of bondage to such a serf as thou ! " 

"They are soon rid of. Sir Damian," said the man; 
** and I pray you to take some patience, when you re- 
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member that ten minutes since you had litde right to 
think these bracelets would have been removed for an j 
other purpose than your progress to the scaffold." 

** Peace, ban-dog," said Damian, " and be speedy ! — 
And thou, who hast brought me these good tidings, I for- 
give thy former bearing — ^thou thoughtest, doubtless, that 
it was prudent to extort from me professions during my 
bondage which might in honour dedde my conduct when 
at large. The suspicion inferred in it somewhat offen- 
sive, but thy motive was to ensure my uncle's, liberty." 

*' And is it really your purpose," s«ud the Palmer, " to 
employ your newly-gained freedom in a voyage to Syria, 
and to exchange your English prison for the dungeon of 
theSoldan?" 

''If thou thyself wilt act as my guide," answered 
the undaunted youth, " you shall not say I dally by the 
way." 

^ And the ransom," said the Palmer, '' how is that to 
be provided?" 

" How, but from the estates, which, nominally restored 
to me, remain in truth and justice my uncle's, and must 
be applied to his use in the first instance ? If I mistake 
not greatly, there is not a Jew or Lombard who would 
not advance the necessary sums on each security.— 
Therefore, dog," he continued, addressing the jailer, 
^ hasten thy unclenching and undoing of rivets, and be 
not dainty of giving me a little pain, so thou break no 
limb, for I cannot afford to be stayed on my journey." 

The Palmer looked on a little while, as if surprised at 
Damian's determination, tiien exclaimed, '' I can keep the 
old man's secret no longer — ^such high-souled generosity 
must not be sacrificed. — Hark thee, brave Sir Damian, I 
have a mighty secret still to impart, and as this Saxon 
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churl understands no French, this is no unfit opportunity 
to communicate it. Know that thine uncle is a changed 
man in mind, as he is debilitated and broken down in 
body. Peevishness and jealousy have possessed them- 
selves of a heart which was once strong and generous ; 
his life is now on the dregs, and I grieve to speak it, these 
dregs are foul and bitter." 

^Is this thy mighty secret?'' said Damian. ^That 
men grow old, I know; and if with infirmity of body 
comes infirmity of temper and mind, their case the more 
strongly claims the dutiful observance of those who are 
bound to them in blood or affection." 

^' Ay/' replied the Pilgrim, ^ but the Constable's mind 
has been poisoned against thee by rumours which have 
reached his ear from England, that there have been 
thoughts of affection betwixt thee and his betrothed- 
bride, Eveline Berenger. — Hal have I touched you 
now?" 

^ Not a whit," said Damian, putting on the strongest 
resolution with which his virtue could supply him — " it 
was but this fellow who struck my shin-bone somewhat 
sharply with his hammer. Proceed. My uncle heard 
such a report, and believed it ? " 

" He did," said the Palmer — " I can well aver it, since 
he concealed no thought from me. But he prayed me 
carefully to hide his suspicions from you, * otherwise,' said 
he, ' the young wolf-cub will never thrust himself into the 
trap for the deliverance of the old he-wolf. Were he 
once in my prison-house,' your unde continued to speak 
of you, ' he should rot and die ere I sent one penny of 
ransom to set at liberty the lover of my betrothed 
bride.'" 

<' Gould this be my uncle's sincere purpose?" said 
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DamiaOy all agJiast. << Could he plan so much treachery 
towards me as to leave me in the captivity into which I 
threw tnyaelf for his redemption ? — ^Tushl it camiot be.** 

^ Flatter not yourself with such a vain opinion," atad 
the Falmer^-*-^' if you go to Syria, you go to eternal cap- 
tivity, while your uncle reUims to possession of wealth 
littie diminished — and of Eveline Berenger/' 

'< Ha! "(ejaculated Damian; and looking down for an 
instant, demanded of the Palmer, in a subdued voioey 
what he would have him to do in such an extremity." 

^^Tbe case is plain, according to my poor judgment,** 
replied the Palmer. '< No one is bound to faith wilh 
.those who mean to observe none with him. Anticipate 
this treachery .of your uncle, and let his now short and 
ii)firm existeooe moulder out in the pestiferous cell to 
which he would condemn your youthful strength. The 
royal gmnt has assigned you lands enough for your hon- 
ourable support ; and wherefore not unite with them those 
of the Garde Doloureuse ? — Eveline Berenger, Jf I do 
not greatly mistake, will scarcely say nay. Ay, .more— I 
vouch it on. my soul that she will say yes, for I have sure 
information of her mind ; and for her precontract, a word 
from Henry to his Holiness, now thatthey^are in the 
heyday of their reconciliation, will obliterate the name 
Hugh from the parchment, and insert J>amian in its 
«tead." 

<^Now, by my Bsuth," said Damian, arising.and placing 
his foot upon the stool, that the warder might more easily 
strike off the last ring by which he was encumber ed/ ■ 
^ I have heard of such tilings as thi»**nl.have heard of 
beings who, with seeming gravity of word andiaspact 
— with subtie counsels, artfully applied to the frailties icf 
human nature— have haunted the .cells of despairing men, 
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and made ihem mmoy a fidr promise, if thej would but 
exchange far their bj^wajB the paihs of salvation. Such 
are the fiend's dearest agents, and in such a guise hath 
the fiend himself been known to appear. In the name 
of God, old man, if human thou art, begone ! — ^I like not 
thj words or thy presence — I spit at thy counsels. And 
mai'k me," he added, with a menacing gesture, ^ Look to 
thine own safety — ^I shall presently be at liberty ! " 

"Boy," replied the Palmer, folding his .arms contemp- 
tuously in his cloak, " I scorn thy menaces^*— I leave thee 
not till we tknow each other better I ** 

"I too," said Damian, "would fain know whether thou 
be'st man or fiend; and now for the trial!" As he 
spoke, the last shackle fell from his leg, and clashed on 
the pavement, and at the same moment he sprung on the 
Palmer, caught him by the waist, and exclaimed, as he 
made three distinct and desperate attempts to lift him up, 
and dash him headlong to the earth, " This for maligning 
a nobleman — ^this for doubting the honour of a knight — 
and this (with a yet more violent exertion) for belying a 
lady!" 

Each efibrt of Damian seemed equal to lutve rooted up 
a tree ; yet though they staggered the old man, they over- 
threw him not; and while Damian panted with his last 
exertion, he replied, "And take thou this, for so roughly 
entreating thy father's brother." 

As he spoke, Damian de Lacy, the best youthful 
wrestler in Cheshire, received no sofl fall on thefioor of 
the dungeon. He arose slowly and astounded ; but the 
Palmer had now thrown back both hood and dalmatique, 
and the feittures, though bearing marks of age and 
climate, were those of his uncle the Constable, who 
calmly observed, "I think, Damian, thou aart :beeome 
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Stronger, or I weaker, since mj breast was last pressed 
against yours in our country's celebrated sport Thou 
hadst nigh had me down in that last turn, but that I knew 
the old De Lacy*s back-trip as well as thou. — But where- 
fore kneel, man ? ** He raised him with much kindness, 
kissed his cheek, and proceeded ; " Think not^mj dearest 
nephew, that I meant in my late disguise to try your 
faith, which I myself never doubted. But evil tongues 
had been busy, and it was this which made me resolve 
on an experiment, the result of which has been, as I ex- 
pected, most honourable for you. And know, (for these 
walls have sometimes ears, even according to the letter,) 
there are ears and eyes not far distant which have heard 
and seen the whole. Marry, I wish though, thy last hug 
had not been so severe a one. My ribs still feel the im- 
pression of thy knuckles.'^ 

"Dearest and honoured uncle," said Damian — "ex- 
cuse " 

" There is nothing to excuse," replied his uncle, inter- 
rupting him. "Have we not wrestled a turn before 
now? — But there remains yet one trial for thee to go 
through — Get thee out of this hole speedily — don thy 
best array to accompany me to the Church at noon ; for, 
Damian, thou must be present at the marriage of the 
Lady Eveline Berenger." 

This proposal at once struck to the earth the unhappy 
young man. " For mercy's sake," he exclaimed, " hold 
me excused in this, my gracious uncle ! — ^I have been of 
late severely wounded, and am very weak." 

"As my bones can testify," said his uncle. "Why, 
man, thou hast the strength of a Norway bear." 

" Passion," answered Damian, might give me strength 
Ibr a moment ; but, dearest uncle, ask any thing of me 
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rather tlian this. Methinks, if I have been fatiltj, some 
other punishment might suffice." 

^ I tell thee,* said the Constable, ^ thj presence la 
necessary — ^indispensablj necessary. Strange reports 
have been abroad, which thy absence on this occasion 
would go far to confirm. Eyeliners character and mine 
own are concerned in this." 

^ If so," said Damiaa, <*if it be indeed so, no task will 
be too hard for me. But I trust, when the ceremony is 
over, you will not reinse me your consent to take the 
erpss, unless you should prefer my joining the troops 
destined, as I heard, for the conquest of Ireland." 

" Ay, ay," said the Constable ; " if Evefine grant you 
permission, I wiU not withhold mine." 

^ Uncle," said Damian, somewhat sternly, ** you do not 
know the feelings which you jest with." 

" Nay," said the Constable, " I compel nothing; for if 
thou goest to the church, and likest not the match, thou 
may's! put a stop to it if thou wilt — the sacrament cannot 
proceed without the brid^room's consent" 

" I understand you not, uncle," said Damian ; " you 
have already consented." 

"Yes, Damian," he said, **I have — ^to withdraw my 
claim, and to relinquish it in thy favour ; for if Eveline 
Berenger is wedded to-day, thou art her bridegroom! 
The Church has given her sanction — ^the Elng bis appro- 
batioa — ^the lady says not nay — ^and the question only 
now remains, whether the bridegroom wiH say yes." 

The nature of the answer may be easily conceived; 
nor is it necessary to dweD upon the splendour of the 
ceremonial, which, to atone, fin* his late immerited severe 
ity, Henry honoured with his own presence. Amelot 
and Rose were shortly aflerwards united, old Flammock 
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having been previously created a gentleman of coat ar 
mour, that the gentle Norman blood might, without utter 
derogation, mingle with the meaner stream which coloured 
the cheek in crimson, and meandered in azure over the 
lovely neck and bosom of the fair Fleming. There was 
nothing in the manner of the Constable towards his 
nephew and his bride, which could infer a regret of the 
generous self-denial which he had exercised in favour 
of their youthful passion. But he soon after accepted a 
high command in the troops destined to invade Ireland ; 
and his name is fouud among the highest in the roU of 
the chivalrous Normans who first united that fair island 
to the English crown. 

Eveline, restored to her own fair castle and domains, 
failed not to provide for her Confessor, as well as for her 
old soldiers, servants, and retainers, forgetting their errors, 
and remembering their fidelity. The Confessor was re- 
stored to the flesh-pots of Egypt, more congenial to his 
habits than the meagre fare of his convent Even Gillian 
had the means of subsistence, since to punish her would 
have been to distress the faithful Raoul. They quarrelled 
for the future part of their lives in plenty, just as they 
had formerly quarrelled in poverty ; for wrangling curs 
wiU fight over a banquet as fiercely as over a bare bone. 
Raoul. died first, and Gillian having lost her whetstone, 
found that as her youthful looks decayed her wit turned 
somewhat blunt She therefore prudently commenced 
devotee, and spent hours in long panegyrics on her de- 
parted husband. 

The only serious cause of vexation which I can trace 
the Lady Eveline having been tried with, arose from a 
visit of her Saxon relative, made with much form, but, 
unfortunately, at the very time which the Lady Abbess 
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had selected for that same purpose. The discord which 
arose between these honoured personages was of a double 
character, for they were Norman and Saxon, and, more- 
over, differed in qpinion concerning the time of holding 
Easter. This, however, was but a slight gale to disturb 
the general serenity of Eveline ; for with her unhoped- 
for union with Damian, ended the trials and sorrows of 
The Betrothed. 
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IKTBODUCTION — (1881.) 

The preceding Tale of this Collection concluded the 
last of the pieces originally published under the nominis 
umbra of The Author oi Waverley ; * and the circum- 
stances which rendered it impossible for the writer to 
continue longer in the possession of his incognitOj were 
communicated in 1827, in the Introduction to the first 
series of Chronicles of the Canongate,— consisting (be- 
sides a biographical sketch of the imaginary chronicler) 
of three tales, entitled "The Highland Widow,** "The 
Two Drovers," and " The Surgeon's Daughter.'* In the 
present volume the two first named of these pieces are 
included, together with three detached stories, which 
appeared the year after in the elegant compilation 
called " The Keepsake.'* The " Surgeon*s Daughter ** 
it is thought better to defer until a succeeding volume, 
than to 

** Begin and break off in the middle.*' t 

* Namely, •* Woodstock." 

t This paragraph has reference to the arrangement adopted for the 
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I have, perhaps, said enough on former occasions of the 
misfortunes which led to the dropping of that mask under 
which I had, for a long series of years, enjoyed so large a 
portion of pubUc favour. Through the success of those 
literary efforts, I had been enabled to indulge most of the 
tastes, which a retired person of my station might be sup- 
posed to entertain. In the pen of this nameless romancer, 
I seemed to possess something like the secret fountain of 
, coined gold and pearls vouchsafed to the traveller of the 
Eastern Tale ; and no doubt believed that I might ven- 
ture, without silly imprudence, to extend my personal 
expenditure considerably beyond what I should have 
thought of, had my means been limited to the competence 
which I derived from inheritance, with the moderate in- 
come of a professional situation. I bought, and built, and 
planted, and was considered by myself, as by the rest of 
the world, in the safe possession of an easy fortune. My 
riches, however, like ihe other riches of this world, were 
liable to accidents, under which they were ultimately des- 
tined to make unto themselves wings and fly away. The 
year 1825, so disastrous to many branches of industry and 
commerce, did not spare the market of literature ; and the 
sudden ruin that fell on so many of the booksellers, could 
scarcely have been expected to leave unscathed one, 
whose career had of necessity connected him deeply and 
extensively with the pecuniary transactions of that pro- 
fession. In a word, almost without one bote of premoni- 
tion, I found myself involved in the sweeping catastrophe 

former Edition of the Waverley Novels in forty-eight volnmes, pub- 
lished in 1881. The volume succeeding Woodstock (41) contained 
The HiOHLAin> Widow, The Two Dbovebs, and three detached 
pieces, it has been found more convenient to make a different 
arrangement of the Novels in the present Edition. 
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of the unhapp7 time, and called on to meet the demands 
of creditors upon oommercial establishments with whkh 
my fortunes had long been bound up, to the extent of 
no less a sum than one hundred and twenty thousand 
pounds. 

The author havings however rashly, committed his 
pledges thus largely to th^ hazards of trading companies^ 
it behoved him, of course, to abide the consequences of 
his conduct, and, with whatever feelings, he surrendered 
on the instant every shred of property which he had been 
accustomed to call his 0¥m. It became vested in the 
hands of gentlemen, whose integrity, prudence, and intel- 
ligence, were combined with all possible liberality and 
kindness of disposition, and who readily afforded every 
assistance towards the execution of plans, in the success 
of which the author contemplated the possibility of his 
ultimate extrication, and which were of such a nature, 
that, had assistance of this sort been withheld, he could 
have had little prospect of carrying them into effect. 
Among other resources which occurred, was the project 
of that complete and corrected edition of his Novels and 
Bomances, (whose real parentage had of necessity been 
disclosed at the moment of the commercial convulsions 
alluded to,) which has now advanced with unprecedented 
favour nearly to its close ; but as he purposed also to con- 
tinue, for the behoof of those to whom he was indebted, 
the exercise of his pen in the same path of literature, so 
^ong as the taste of his countrymen should seem to ap- 
prove of his efforts, it appeared to him that it would have 
been an idle piece of affectation to attempt getting up 
a new incognito, afler his original visor had been thus 
dashed from his brow. Hence the personal narrative 
prefixed to the first work of fiction which he put forth 
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after the paternity of the " "Waverley Novels*' had come 
to be publicly ascertained ; and though many of the par- 
ticulars originally avowed in that Notice have been un- 
avoidably adverted to in the prefaces and notes to some 
of the preceding volumes of the present collection, it is 
now reprinted as it stood iat the time, because some inter- 
est is generally attached to a coin or medal struck on a 
special occasion, as expressing, perhaps, more faithfully 
than the same artist could have afterwards conveyed, the 
feelings of the moment that gave it birth. The Intro- 
duction to the first series of Chronicles of the Canongate 
ran, then, in these words : — 
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INTRODUCTION. 

All who are acquainted with the early historj of the 
Italian stage are aware, that Arlechino is not, in his orig- 
inal conception, a mere worker of marvels with his wooden 
sword, a jumper in and out of windows, as upon our the- 
atre, but, as his party-coloured jacket implies, a buffoon 
or down, whose mouth, far from being eternally closed, 
as amongst us, is filled, like that of Touchstone, with 
quips, and cranks, and witty devices, veiy of):en delivered 
extempore. It is not easy to trace how he became pos- 
sessed of his black vizard, which was anciently made in 
the resemblance of the face of a cat ; but it seems that 
the mask was essential to the performance of the char- 
acter, as will appear from the following theatrical anec- 
dote : — 

An actor on the Italian stage permitted at the Foire du 
St Germain, in Paris, was renowned for the wild, ventu- 
rous, and extravagant wit, the brilliant sallies and fortu- 
nate repartees, with which he prodigally seasoned the 
character of the party-coloured jester. Some critics, 
whose good-will towards a favourite performer was 
stronger than their judgment, took occasion to remon- 
strate with the successful actor on the subject of the 
grotesque vizard. They went wilily to their purpose, 
observing that his classical and attip wit, his delicate vein 
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of humour, his happj turn for dialogue, were rendered 
burlesque and ludicrous by this unmeaning and bizarre 
disguise, and that those attributes would become far more 
impressive, if aided bj the spirit of his eje anil the ex- 
pression of his natural features. The actor^s vanity was 
easily so &r engaged as to induce him to make the ex- 
periment He played Harlequin barefaced, but was con- 
sidered on all hands as having made a total failure. He 
had lost the audacity which a sense of incognito bestowed, 
and with it all the reckless play <^ raillery which gave 
vivacity to his original acting. He cursed his advisers, 
and resumed his grotesque vLsard ; but, it is said, without 
ever being able to regain the careless and successful 
levity which the consciousiiess of the disguise had for- 
merly bestowed. 

Perhaps the Author of Waverley is now about to incur 
a risk of the same kind, and endanger his popularity by 
having laid aside his incognito. It is certainly not a vol- 
untary experiment, like that of Harlequin ; for it was my 
original intention never to have avowed these works 
during my lifetime, and the original manuscripts were 
carefully preserved, (though by the care of others rathor 
than mine,) with the purpose of supplying the necessary 
evidence of the truth when the period of announcing it 
should arrive.* But the affairs of my publishers havipg 
unfortunately passed into a management different from 
their own, I had no right any longer to rely upon secrecy 
in that quarter ; and thus my mask, like my Aunt Dinah's 
in <' Tristram Shandy," having begun to wax a litde 
threadbare about the chin, It became time to lay it aside 

* These manuscripts are at preseht ( Angost, 1881) advertised for 
publio sale, which is an addition, though a small one, to other annoy- 
aoces. 
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with a. good grace, unless I desired it should fall in pieces 
from my face, which was now become likely. 

Yet I had not the slightest intenticHi of selecting the 
tune and place in which the disclosure was finally made ; 
nor was th^e any concert betwixt my learned and re- 
spected friend Lobd Meadowbank and myself upon 
that occasion. It was, as the reader is probably aware, 
upon the 23d February last, at a public meeting, called 
for establishing a professional Theatrical Fund in Edin- 
burgh, that the communication took place. Just before 
we sat down to table, Lord Meadowbank * asked me pri- 
vately, whether I was still anxious to preserre my incog- 
nito on the subject of what were called the Waverley Nov- 
els ? I did not immediately see the purpose of his lord- 
ship's question^ although, I certainly might have been led 
to infer it, and replied, that the secret had now of necessity 
become known to so many people that I was kidt£rerent on 
the subject Lord Meadowbank was thus induced, while 
doing me the great honour of proposing my health to the 
meeting, to say something on the subject of these novels, 
so strongly connecting them with me as the author, that 
by remaining silent, I must have stood convicted, either 
of the actual paternity, or of the still greater crime of 
being supposed willing to receive indirectly praise to 
which I had ao just title. I thus found myself suddenly 
and unexpeotedly placed in the confessional, and had only 
time to recollect that I had been guided thither by a most 
friendly hand, and could not, perhaps, find a better public 
opportunity to lay down a disguise, which began to resem- 
ble that of a detected masquerader. 

I had therefore the task of avowing myself, to the 

* One €f the Saprent Juigea of Seodaad, tenned Lords of Goimcil 
ftnd SessiOQ. 
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numerous and respectable company assembled, as the sole 
and unaided author of these Novels of Waverlej, the 
paternity of which was likely at one time to have formed 
a controversy of some celebrity, for the ingenuity with 
which some instructors of the public gave their assui-ance 
on the subject was extremely persevering. I now think 
it farther necessary to say, that while I take on myself all 
the merits and demerits attending these compositions, I 
am bound to acknowledge with gratitude, hints of subjects 
and legends, which I have received from various quar- 
ters, and have occasionally used as a foundation of my 
fictitious compositions, or woven up with them in the 
shape of episodes. I am bound, in particular, to acknowl- 
edge the unremitting kindness of Mr. Joseph Train, su- 
pervisor of excise, at Dumfries, to whose unwearied 
industry I have been indebted for many curious tradi- 
tions, and points of antiquarian interest. It was Mr. 
Train who brought to my recollection the history of Old 
Mortality, although I myself had had a personal inter- 
view with that celebrated wanderer so far back as about 
1792, when I found him on his usual task. He was then 
engaged in repairing the gravestones of the Covenanters, 
who had died -while imprisoned in the Castle of Dunnot- 
tar, to which many of them were committed prisoners at 
the period of Argyle's rising ; their place of confinement 
is still called the Whig's Vault. Mr. Train, however, 
procured for me far more extensive information concern- 
ing this singular person, whose name was Patterson, than 
I had been able to acquire during my own short conver- 
sation with him.* He was (as I think I have somewhere 
already stated) a native of the parish of Closebum, in 

* See for some farther particulars, the notes to Old Mortalitji in 
the present collectiye edition. 



Digitized by VjOOglC 



INTRODUCTION TO CHBONICLES, ETC 127 

DumfHes-shire, and it is believed that domestic affliction, 
as well as devotional feeling, induced him to commence 
the wandering mode of life, which he pursued for a very 
long period. It is more than twenty years since Kobert 
Patterson's death, which took place on the high road near 
Lockerby, where he was found exhausted and expiring. 
The white pony, the companion of his pilgrimage, was 
standing by the side of its dying master ; the whole fur- 
nishing a scene not unfitted for the pencil. These partic- 
ulars I had from Mr. Train. 

Another debt, which I pay most willingly, I owe to an 
unknown correspondent, (a lady,*) who favoured me 
with the history of the upright and high-principled fe- 
male, whom, in the Heart of Mid-Lothian, I have termed 
Jeanie Deans. The circumstance of her refusing to save 
her sister's life by an act of perjuiy, and undertaking a 
pilgrimage to London to obtain her pardon, are both rep- 
resented as true by my fair and obliging correspondent ; 
and they led me to consider the possibility of rendering a 
fictitious personage interesting by mere dignity of mind 
and rectitude of principle, assisted by unpretending good 
sense and temper, without any of the beauty, grace, talent, 
accomplishment, and wit, to which a heroine of romance 
is supposed to have a prescriptive right If the portrait 
was received with interest by the public, I am conscious 
how much it was owing to the truth and force of the 
original sketch, which I regret that I am unable to pre- 
sent to the public, as it was written with much feeling and 
^spirit 

Old and odd books, and a considerable collection of 
family legends, formed another quarry, so ample, that it 
was much more likely that the strength of the kbouref 
* The late Mrs. Goldie. 
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should be exhausted, than that materials should faiL I 
maj mention, for example's sake, that the terrible catas- 
trophe of the Bride of Lammermoor actoallj occurred 
in a Scottish femilj of rank. The female relatiye, bj 
whom the melancholj tale was communicated to me 
man J jears since, was a near connection of the family in 
which the event happened, and always told it with an 
appearance of melancholj mystery, which enhanced the 
interest She had known, in her youth, the brother 
who rode before the unhappy victim to the fatal altar, 
who, though then a mere boy, and occupied almost en- 
tirely with the gaiety of his own appearance in the bridal 
procession, oould not but remark that the hand of his 
sister was moist, and cold as that of a statue. It is un- 
necessary farther to withdraw the veil from this sc^ie of 
family distress, nor, although it occurred more than a 
hundred yeai*s since, might it be altogether agreeable to 
the representatives of the fkmilies eoncemed in the nar- 
rative. It may be proper to say, that the events alone 
are imitated ; but I had neither the means nor int«[ition 
of copying the manners, or tracing the charact^^, of the 
persons concerned in the real story. 

Indeed, I may here state generally, that although I 
have deemed historical personages free subjects of deline- 
ation, I have never on any occasion violated the respect 
due to private life. It was indeed impossible that traits 
proper to persons, both living and dead, with whom I 
have had intercourse in society, should not have risen to 
my pen in such works as Waverley, and those which fol- 
lowed it But I have always studied to generalize the 
portraits, so that they should still seem, on the whole, 
the productions of fancy, though possessing some resem- 
blance to real individuals. Yet I must own my attempts 
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have not in this last particular been uniformly successful. 
There are men whose characters are so peculiarly marked, 
that the delineation of some leading and principal feature, 
inevitably places the whole person before you in his indi- 
viduality. Thus the character of Jonathan Oldbuck, in 
the Antiquary, was partly founded on that of an old friend 
of my youth, to whom I am indebted for introducing me 
to Shakspeare, and other invaluable favours; but I 
thought I had so completely disguised the likeness, that 
his features could not be recognized by any one now 
alive. I was mistaken, however, and indeed had en- 
dangered what I desired should be considered as a secret ; 
for I afterwards learned that a highly respectable g^itle- 
man, one of the few surviving friends of ray father,* and 
an acute critic, had said, upon the appearance of the 
work, that he was now convinced who was the author 
of it, as he recognized in the Antiquary of Monkbarns, 
traces of the character of a very intimate friend of my 
father's family. 

I may here also notice, that the sort of exchange of 
gallantry, which is represented as taking place betwixt 
Waverley and Colonel Talbot, is a literal fact. The real 
circumstances of the anecdote, alike honourable to Whig 
and Tory, are these : — 

Alexander Stewart of Invemahyle, — a name which I 
cannot write without the warmest recollections of gratitude 
to the friend of my childhood, who first introduced me to 
the Highlands, their traditions, and their manners, — had 
been engaged actively in the troubles of 1745. As he 
charged at the battle of Preston with his clan, the Stew- 
arts of Appine, he saw an oflBcer of the opposite army 

^ James Chalmere, Esq., solicitor-at-law, London, who died during 
the publication of the present edition of these Novels. (Aug. 1881.) 
VOL. xxxvm. 9 
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standing alone by a battery of four cannon, of which he 
discharged three on the advancing Highlanders, and then 
drew his sword. . Invernahyle rushed on him, and re- 
quii*ed him to surrender. " Never to rebels ! " was the 
undaunted reply, accompanied with a lounge, which the 
Highlander received on his target ; but instead of using 
his sword in cutting down his now defenceless antagonist, 
he employed it in parrying the blow of a Lochaber axe, 
aimed at the officer by the Miller, one of his own fol- 
lowers, a grim-looking old Highlander, whom I remember 
to have seen. Thus overpowered, Lieutenant-Colonel 
Allan Whitefoord, a gentleman of rank and consequence, 
as well as a brave officer, gave up his sword, and with it 
his purse and watch, which Invernahyle accepted, to save 
them from his followers. After the affair was over, Mr. 
Stewart sought out his prisoner, and they were introduced 
to each other by the celebrated John Eoy Stewart, who 
acquainted Colonel Whitefoord with the quality of his 
captor, and made him aware of the necessity of receiving 
back his property, which he was inclined to leave in the 
hands into which it had fallen. So great became the con- 
fidence established betwixt them, that Invernahyle ob- 
tained from the Chevalier his prisoner's freedom upon 
parole; and soon afterwards, having been sent back to 
the Highlands to raise men, he visited Colonel White- 
foord at his own house, and spent two happy days with 
him and his Whig friends without thinking, on either side, 
of the civil war which was then raging. 

When the battle of CuUoden put an end to the hopes 
of Charles Edward, Invernahyle, wounded and unable to 
move, was borne fi om the field by the faithftil zeal of his 
retainers. But, as he had been a distinguished Jacobite, 
his family and property were exposed to the system of 
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vindictive destruction, too generally carried into execution 
through the country of the insurgents. It was now Colo- 
nel Whitefoord's turn to exert himself, and he wearied 
all the authorities, civil and military, with his solicitations 
for pardon to the saver of his life, or at least for a protec- 
tion for his wife and family. His applications were for a 
long time unsuccessful : " I was found with the mark of 
the Beast upon me in every list," was Invemahyle's ex- 
pression. At length Colonel Whitefoord applied to the 
Duke of Cumberland, and urged his suit with every argu- 
ment which he could think of. Being still repulsed, he 
took his commission from his bosom, and, having said 
something of his own and his family's exertions in the 
cause of the House of Hanover, begged to resign his 
situation in their service, since he could not be permitted 
to show his gratitude to the person to whom he owed his 
life. The Duke, struck with his earnestness, desired him 
to take up his commission, and granted the protection 
required for the family of Invernahyle. 

The chieftain himself lay concealed in a cave near his 
own house, before which a small body of regular soldiers 
were encamped. He could hear their muster-roll called 
every morning, and their drums beat to quarter at nights, 
and not a change of the sentinels escaped him. As it 
was suspected that he was lurking somewhere on the 
property, his fkmily were closely watched, and compelled 
to use the utmost precaution in supplying him with food. 
One of his daughters, a child of eight or ten years old, 
was employed as the agent least likely to be suspected. 
She was an instance among others, that a time of danger 
and difficulty creates a premature sharpness of intellect. 
She made herself acquainted among the soldiers, till she 
became so familiar to them, that her motions escaped 
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their notice ; and her practice was, to stroll away in the 
neighbourhood of the cave, and leave what slender supply 
of food she carried for that purpose under some remark- 
able stone, or the root of some tree, where her father 
might find it as he crept by night from his lurking-place. 
Times became milder, and my excellent friend was re- 
lieved from proscription by the Act of Indemnity* Such 
is the interesting story which I have rather injured than 
improved, by the manner in which it is told in Waverley. 

This incident, with several other circumstances illus- 
trating the Tales in question, was communicated by me 
to my late lamented friend, William Erskine, (a Scottish 
Judge, by the title of Lord Kinedder,) who afterwards 
reviewed with far too much partiality the Tales of my 
Landlord, for the Quarterly Review of January, 1817. * 
In the same article are contained other illustrations of the 
Novels with which I supplied my accomplished friend, 
who took the trouble to write the review. The reader 
who is desirous of such information, will find the original 
of Meg Merrilies, and I believe of one or two other 
personages of the same cast of character, in the article 
referred to. 

I may also mention, that the tragic and savage circum- 
stances which are represented as preceding the birth of 
Allan MacAulay, in the Legend of Montrose, really hap- 
pened in the family of Stewart of Ard^oirlich. The 
wager about the candlesticks, whose place was supplied 
by Highland torch-bearers, was laid and won by one of 
tiie MacDonalds of Keppoch. 

There can be but little amusement in winnowing out 
the few grains of truth which are contained in this mass 
of empty fiction. I may, however, before dismissing the 
* Lord Kinedder died in August, 1822. Eheul (Aug. 1881.) 
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subject, allude to the various localities which have been 
affixed to some of the scenery introduced into these 
Novels, by which, for example, Wolf's-Hope is identified 
with Fast- Castle in Berwickshire, — Tillietudlem with 
Draphane in Clydesdale, — and the valley in the Mon- 
astery, called Glendearg, with the dale of the river Allan, 
above Lord Somerville's villa, near Melrose. I can only 
say, that, in these and other instances, I had no purpose 
of describing any particular local spot ; and the resem- 
blance must therefore be of that general kind which 
necessarily exists between scenes of the same character 
The iron-bound coast of Scotland affords upon its head* 
lands and promontories fifty such castles as Wolf's-Hope ; 
every county has a valley mote or less resembling Glen- 
dearg ; and if castles like Tillietudlem, or mansions like 
the Baron of Bradwardine's, are now less frequently to 
be met with, it is owing to the rage of indiscriminate 
destruction, which has removed or ruined so many monu- 
ments of antiquity, when they were not protected by their 
inaccessible situation.* 

The scraps of poetry which have been in most cases 
tacked to the beginning of chapters in these Novels, are 
sometimes quoted either from resifling or from memory, 
but, in the general case, are pure invention. I found it 
too troublesome to turn to the collection of the British 
Poets to discover apposite mottoes, and, in the situation of 
the theatrical mechanist, who, when the white paper 
which represented his shower of snow was exhausted, 
continued the storm by snowing brown, I drew on my 

♦ I would particularly intimate the Kaim of Uric, on the eastern 
coast of Scotland, as having suggested an idea for the tower called 
Wolf's-Crag, which the public more generally identified with the an- 
tSent tower of Fast-Castle. 
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memory as long as I could, and, when that failed, eked it 
out with invention. I believe that, in some cases, where 
actual names are affixed to the supposed quotations, it 
would be to little purpose to seek them in the works of 
the authors referred to. In some cases, I have been en- 
tertained when Dr. Watts and other graver authors have 
been ransacked in vain for stanzas for which the novelist 
alone was responsible. 

And now the reader may expect me, while in the con- 
fessional, to explain the motives why I have so long 
persisted in disclaiming the works of which I am now 
writing. To this it would be difficult to give any other 
reply, save that of Corporal Nym — It was the author's 
humour or caprice for the time. I hope it will not be 
construed into ingratitude to the public, to whose indul- 
gence I have owed my sangfroid much more than to any 
merit of my own, if I confess that I am, and have been, 
more indifferent to success, or to failure, as an author, 
than may be the case with others, who feel more strongly 
the passion for literary fame, probably because they are 
justly conscious of a better title to it It was not until I 
had attained the age of thirty years that I made any 
sei^us attempt at distinguishing myself as an author; 
and at that period, men's hopes, desires, and wishes, have 
usually acquired something of a decisive character, and 
are not eagerly and easily diverted into a new channel. 
When I made the discovery, — ^for to me it was one, — that 
by amusing myself with composition, which I felt a de- 
lightful occupation, I could also give pleasure to others, 
and became aware that literary pursuits were likely to 
engage in future a considerable portion ^of my time, I felt 
some alarm that I might acquire those habits of jealousy 
and fretfulness which have lessened, and degraded the 



Digitized by VjOOglC 



INTBODUCTION TO CHRONICLES, ETC. 135 

character even of great authors, and rendered them, by 
their petty squabbles and mutual irritability, the laughing- 
stock of the people of the world. I resolved, therefore, 
in this respect, to guard my breast, perhaps an unfriendly 
critic may add, my brow, with triple brass,* and as much 
as possible to avoid resting my thoughts and wishes upon 
literary success, lest I should endanger my own peace of 
mind and tranquillity by literary failure. It would argue 
either stupid apathy, or ridiculous affectation, to say that 
I have been insensible to the public applause, when I 
have been honoured with its testimonies ; and still more 
highly do I prize the invaluable friendships which some 
temporary popularity has enabled me to form among those 
of my contemporaries most distinguished by talents and 
genius, and which I venture to hope now rest upon a 
basis more firm than the circumstances which gave rise 
to them. Yet feeling all these advantages as a man ought 
to do, and must do, I may say, with truth and confidence, 
that I have, I think, tasted of the intoxicating cup with 
moderation, and that I have never, either in conversation 
or correspondence, encouraged discussions respecting my 
own literary pursuits. On the contrary, I have usually 
found such topics, even when introduced from motives 
most flattering to myself, rather embarrassing and dis- 
agreeable. 

I have now frankly told my motives for concealment, 
so far as I am conscious of having any, and the public 
will forgive the egotism of the detail, as what is necessa- 
rily connected with it. The author, so long and loudly 
called for, has appeared on the stage, and made his obei- 
sance to the audience. Thus far his conduct is a mark 

* Not altogether impossible, when it is considered that I have been 
at the bar since 1792. (Aug. 1881.) 
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of respect. To linger in their presence would be intra 
sion. 

I have only to repeat, that I avow myself in print, as 
formerly in words, the sole and unassisted author of all 
the Novels published as works of the "Author of Waver- 
ley." I do this, without shame, for I am unconscious that 
there is any thing in their composition which deserves 
reproach, either on the score of religion or momlity ; and 
without any feeling of exultation, because, whatever may 
have been their temporary success, I am well aware how 
much their reputation depends upon the caprice of fashion ; 
and I have already mentioned the precarious tenure by 
which it is held, as a reason for displaying no great avi- 
dity in grasping at the possession. 

f ought to mention, before concluding, that twenty per- 
sons, at least, were, either from intimacy or from the con- 
fidence which circumstances rendered necessary, partici- 
pant of this secret ; and as there was no iri^tance, to my 
knowledge, of any one of the number breaking faith, I 
am the more obliged to them, because the slight and 
trivial character of the mysteiy was not qualified to in- 
spire much respect in those intrusted with it. Neverthe- 
less, like Jack the Giant-Killer, I was fully confident in 
the advantage of my " Coat of Darkness," and had it not 
been from compulsory circumstances, I would indeed have 
been very cautious how I parted with it 

As for the work which follows, it was meditated, and 
in part printed, long before the avowal of the Novels took 
place, and originally commenced with a declaration that 
it was neither to have introduction nor preface of 
any kind. This long proem, prefixed to a work intended 
not to have any, may, however, serve to show how human 
purposes, in the most trifiing, as well as the most impor* 
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tant affairs, are liable to be controlled by the course of 
events. Thus, we begin to cross a strong river with our 
eyes and our resolution fixed on that point of the oppo- 
site shore, on which we purpose to land ; but, gradually 
giving way to the torrent, are glad, by the aid perhaps of 
branch or bush, to extricate ohrselves at some distant and 
perhaps dangerous landing>place, much farther down the 
stream than that on which we had fixed our intentions. 

Hoping that the Courteous Eeader will affi>rd to a 
known and familiar acquaintance some portion of the 
favour which he extended to a disguised candidate for his 
applause, I beg leave to subscribe myself his obliged 
bumble servant, 

Walter Scott. 

Abbotsfokd, October 1, 1827. 



Such was the little narrative which I thought proper 
to put forth in October, 1827 : nor have I much to add 
to it now. About to appear for the first time in my own 
name in this department of letters, it occurred to me that 
something in the shape of a periodical publication might 
carry with it a certain air of novelty, and I was willing 
to break, if I may so express it, the abruptness of my 
personal forthcoming, by investing an imaginary coadju- 
tor with at least as much distinctness of individual exist- 
ence as I had ever previously thought it worth while to 
bestow on shadows of the same convenient tril>e. Of 
course, it had never been in my contemplation to invite 
the assistance of any real person in the sustaining of my 
quasi-editorial character and labours. It had long been 
my opinion, that any thing like a literary picnic is likely 
to end in suggesting comparisons, justly termed odious, 
and therefore to be avoided : and, indeed, I had also had 
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some occasion to know, that promises of assistance, in 
efforts of that order, are apt to be more magnificent than 
the subsequent performance. I therefore planned a Mis- 
cellany, to be dependent, after the old fashion, on my own 
resources alone, and although conscious enough that the 
moment which assigned to the Author of Waverley ** a 
local habitation and a name," had seriously endangered 
his spell I felt inclined to adopt the sentiment of my old 
hero Montrose, and to say to myself, that in literature, as 
in war, 

** He either fears his fate too much, 

Or his deserts are small, 
Who dares not put it to the touch, 

To win or lose it alL" 

To the particulars explanatory of the plan of these 
CJhronicles, which the reader is presented with in Chap- 
ter II. by the imaginary Editor, Mr. Croflangry, I have 
now to add, that the lady, termed in his narrative, Mrs. 
Bethune Baliol, was designed to shadow out in its leading 
points the interesting character of a dear friend of mine, 
Mrs. Murray Keith,* whose death occuning shortly be- 

* The Keiths of Craig, in Kincardineshire, descended from John 
Keith, fourth son of William, second Earl Marischal, who got from 
his father, about 1480, the lands of Craig, and part of Garvock, in that 
county. In Douglases Baronage, 443 to 445, is a pedigree of that fam- 
ily. Colonel Robert Keith of Craig, (the seventh in descent from 
John,) by his wife Agnes, daughter of Robert Murray, of MurrayshalL 
of the family of Blackbarony, widow of Colonel Stirling, of the family 
of Keir, had one son; viz. Robert Keith of Craig, ambassador to the 
Court of Vienna, afterwards to St. Petersburg, which latter situation 
he held at the accession of King George III., — who died at Edinburgh 
in 1774. He married Margaret, second daughter of Sir William Cun- 
ningham, of Caprington, by Janet, only child and heiress of Sir James 
Dick of Prestonfield; and, among other children of this marriage, 
were, the late well-known diplomatist. Sir Robert Murray Keith, K. B., 
a general in the army, and for some time ambassador at Vienna; Sir 
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fore, had saddened a wide circle, much attached to her, as 
well for her genuine virtue and amiable qualities of dis- 
position, as for the extent of information which she pos- 
sessed, and the delightful manner in which she was used 
to communicate it. In truth, the author had, on many 
occasions, been indebted to her vivid memory for the sub- 
strcUum of his Scottish fictions — ^and she accordingly had 
been, from an^ early period, at no loss to fix the Waver- 
ley Novels on the right culprit. 

In the sketch of Chrystal Croftangry's own history, the 
author has been accused of introducing some not polite 
allusions to respectable living individuals : but he may 
safely, ha presumes, pass over such an insinuation. The 
first of the narratives which Mr. Croflangry proceeds to 
lay before the public, " The Highland Widow," was de- 
rived from Mrs. Murray Keith, and is given, with the 
exception of a few additional circumstances — the intro- 
duction of which I am rather inclined to regret — very 
much as the excellent old lady used to tell the story. 
Neither the Highland cicerone MacLeish, nor the demure 
waiting-woman, were drawn from imagination; and on 
re-reading my tale, after the lapse- of a few years, and 
comparing its efiect with my remembrance of my worthy 
friend's oral narration, which was certainly extremely 
afiecting, I cannot but suspect myself of having marred 
its simplicity by some of those interpolations,, which, at 
the time when I penned them, no doubt passed with 
myself for embellishments. 

The next tale, entitled " The Two Drovers," I learned 

fiasil Keith, Knight, captain in the navy, who died gorernor of Ja- 
maica; and my excellent friend, Anne Murray Keith, who ultimately 
came into possession of the family estates, and died not long before 
the date of this Introduction. (1831.) 
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from another old friend, the late George Constable, Esq. 
of Wallace-Craigie, near Dundee, whom I have already 
introduced to my reader as the original Antiquary of 
Monkbams. He had been, present, I think, at the trial 
at Carlisle, and seldom mentioned the venerable Judge's 
charge to the jury, without shedding tears, — which had 
peculiar pathos, as flowing down features, carrying rather 
a sarcastic, or almost a cynical expression. 

This worthy gentleman's reputation for shrewd Scot- 
tish sense — knowledge of our national antiquities — and a 
racy humour, peculiar to himself — ^must be still remem- 
bered. For myself, I have pride in recording, that for 
many years we were, in Wordsworth's language^ 

** a pair of firiends, though I was yoimg, 

And * George * was seventy-two.*' 

w. s. 

Abbotsfobd, Jng, 16, 1881. 
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APPENDIX TO INTRODUCTION. 



[It has been suggested to the Author, that it might be well to reprint 
here a detailed account of the Pnblic Dinner idluded to in the fore- 
going Introduction, as given in the newspapers of the time; and the 
reader is accordingly^ presented with the following extract from 
the Edinbubgh Webklt Joubnal for Wednesday, 28th February, 
182r.J 

aijeatrual itxnb Winntv. 

Befobe proceeding with our account of this very in- 
teresting festival — for so it may be termed — it is our duty 
to present to our readers the following letter, which we 
have received from the President : 

TO THB XDITOB OF THB EDINBTIBGH WXKELT JOtlBirAL. 

Sm, — ^I am extremely sorry I have not leisure to cor- 
rect the copy you sent me of what I am stated to have 
said at the Dinner for the Theatrical Fund. I am no 
orator ; and upon such occasions as are alluded to, I say 
as well as I can what the time requires. 

However, I hope your reporter has been more accu- 
rate in other instances than in mine. I have corrected 
one passage, in which I am made to speak with great im- 
propriety and petulance, respecting the opinions of those 
who did not approve of dramatic entertainments. I have 
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restored what I said, which was meant to be respectful, 
as every objection founded in conscience is, in my opin- 
ion, entitled to be so treated. Other errors I left as I 
found them, it being of little consequence whether I spoke 
sense or nonsense, in what was merely intended for the 
purpose of the hour. 

I am. Sir, 

Your obedient servant, 

Walteb Scott. 



The Theatrical Fund Dinner, which took place on 
Friday, in the Assembly Booms, was conducted with ad- 
mirable spirit. The Chairman, Sib Walter Scott, 
among his other great qualifications, is well fitted to 
enliven such an entertainment His manners are ex- 
tremely easy, and his style of speaking simple and nat- 
ural, yet full of vivacity and point ; and he has the art, if 
it be art, of relaxing into a certain homeliness of manner, 
without losing one particle of his dignity. He thus takes 
ofi* some of that solemn formality which belongs to such 
meetings, and, by his easy and graceful familiarity, im- 
parts to them somewhat of the pleasing character of a 
private entertainment Near Sir W. Scott sat the Earl 
of Fife, Lord Meadowbank, Sir John Hope of Pinkie, 
Bart., Admiral Adam, Baron Clerk Eattray, Gilbert 
Innes, Esq., James Walker, Esq., Robert Dundas, Esq., 
Alexander Smith, Esq., &c. 

The cloth being removed, " Non Nobis Domine " was 
sung by Messrs. Thome, Swift, Collier, and Hartley, after 
which the following toasts were given from the chair : — 

" The King" — all the honours. 

" The Duke of Clarence and the Royal Family." 
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The Chairman, in proposing the next toast, which he 
wished to be drunk in solemn silence, said, it was to the 
memory of a regretted prince, whom we had lately lost. 
Every indiyidual would at once conjecture to whom he 
alluded. He had no intention to dwell on his militaiy 
merits. They had been told in the senate; they had 
been repeated in the cottage; and whenever a soldier 
was the theme, his name was never far distant. But it 
was chiefly in connexion with the business of this meet- 
ing, which his late Boyal Highness had condescended in 
a particular manner to patronize, that they were called on 
to drink to his memory. To that charity he had often 
sacrificed his time, and had given up the little leisure 
which he had from important business. He was always 
ready to attend on every occasion of this kind ; and it 
was in that view that he proposed to drink to the memory 
of his late Royal Highness the Duke of York. — Drunk in 
solemn silence. 

The Chairman then requested that gehtlemen would 
fill a bumper as full as it would hold, while he would 
say only a few words. He was in the habit of hearing 
speeches, and he knew the feeling with which long ones 
were regarded. He was sure that it was perfectly un- 
necessary for him to enter into any vindication of the 
dramatic art, which they had come here to support; 
This, however, he considered to be the proper time and 
proper occasion for him to say a few words on that love 
of representation which was an innate feeling in human 
nature. It was the first amusement that the child had — 
it grew greater as he grew up ; and, even in the decline 
of life, nothing amused so much as when a common tale 
is told with appropriate personification. The first thing 
a child does is to ape his schoolmaster, by flogging a chair. 
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The assuming a character ourselves, or the seeing others 
assume an imaginary character, is an enjoyment natural 
to humanity. It was implanted in our very nature, to 
take pleasure from such representations, at proper times 
and on proper occasions. In all ages the theatrical art 
had kept pace with the improvement of mankind, and 
with the progress of letters and the fine arts. As man 
has advanced from the ruder stages of society, the love of 
dramatic representations has increased,* and all works of 
this nature have been improved, in character and in struc- 
ture. They had only to turn their eyes to the history of 
ancient Greece, although he did not pretend to be very 
deeply versed in its ancient drama. Its first tragic poet 
commanded a body of troops at the battle of Marathon. 
Sophocles and Euripides were men of rank in Athens, 
when Athens was in its highest renown. They shook 
Athens with their discourses, as their theatrical works 
shook the theatre itself. If they turned to France in the 
time of Louis the Fourteenth, that era which is the clas- 
sical history of that country, they would find that it was 
referred to by all Frenchmen as the golden age of the 
drama there. And also in England, in the time of Queen 
Elizabeth, the drama was at its highest pitch, when the 
nation began to mingle deeply and wisely in the general 
politics of Europe, not only not receiving laws from 
others, but giving laws to the world, and vindicating the 
rights of mankind. (Cheers.) There have been various 
times when the dramatic art subsequently fell into disre- 
pute. Its professors have been stigmatized; and laws 
have been passed against them, less dish<»iourable to them 
than to the statesman by whom they were proposed, and 
to the legislators by whom they were adopted. What 
were the times in which these laws were passed ? Was 
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it not when virtue was seldom inculcated as a moral 
duty, that we were required to relinquish the most ra- 
tional of all our amusements, when the clergy were en- 
joined celibacy, and when the Ifuty were denied the right 
to read their Bibles ? He thought that it must have been 
from a notion of penance that they erected the drama into 
an ideal place of profaneness, and spoke of the theatn* 
as of the tents of sin. He did not mean to dispute, that . 
tliere were many excellent persons who thought differ- 
ently from him, and he disclaimed the slightest idea of 
charging them with bigotry or hypocrisy on that account. 
He gave them full credit for their tender consciences, in 
making these objections, although they did not appear 
relevant to him. But to these persons, being, as he be- 
lieved them, men of worth and piety, he was sure the 
purpose of this meeting would furnish some apology for 
an error, if there be any, in the opinions of those who at- 
tend. They would approve the gift, although they might 
differ in other points. Such might not approve of going 
to the theatre, but at least could not deny that they might 
give away from their superfluity, what was required for 
the relief of the sick, the support of the aged, and the 
comfort of the afflicted. These were duties enjoined by 
our religion itself. (Loud cheers.) 

The performers are in a particular manner entitled to 
the support or regard, when in old age or distress, of those 
who had partaken of the amusements of those places 
which they render an ornament to society. Their art was 
of a peculiarly delicate and precarious nature. They had 
to serve a long apprenticeship. It was very long before 
even the first-rate geniuses could acquire the mechanical 
knowledge of the stage business. They must languish 
long in obscurity before they can avail themselves of their 

VOL. xxxvm. 10 
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natural talents ; and after that, they have but a short 
space of time, during which they are fortunate if they can 
provide the means of comfort in the decline of life. That 
comes late, and lasts but a short time ; after which they 
are left dependent. Their limbs fail — their teeth are 
loosened — ^their voice is lost — ^and they are left, after giv- 
ing happiness to others, in a most disconsolate state. The 
public were liberal and generous to those deserving their 
protection. It was a sad thing to be dependent on the 
favour, or, he might say, in plain terms, on the caprice, 
of the public ; and this more particularly for a class of 
persons of whom extreme prudence is not the character. 
There might be instances of opportunities being neglect- 
ed ; but let each gentleman tax himself and consider the 
opportunities they had neglected, and the sums of money 
they had wasted ; let every gentleman look into his own 
bosom, and say whether these were circumstances which 
would soften his own feelings, were he to be plunged into 
distress. He put it to every generous bosom — ^to every 
better feeling — ^to say what consolation was it to old age 
to be told that you might have made provision at a time 
which had been neglected (loud cheers) — and to find it 
objected, that if you had pleased you might have been 
wealthy. He had hitherto been speaking of what, in 
theatrical language, was called stars, but they were some- 
times falling ones. There were another class of sufierers 
naturally and necessarily connected with the theatre, 
without whom it was impossible to go on. The sailors 
have a saying, every man cannot be a boatswain. If 
there must be a great actor to act l^amlet, there must 
also be people to act Laertes, the King, Rosencrantz, and 
Guildenstem, otherwise a drama cannot go on. If even 
Garrick himself were to rise from the dead, he could not 



Digitized 



by Google 



APPENDIX TO INTRODUCTION. 147 

Hct Hamlet alone. There must be generals, colonels, 
commanding-officers, subalterns. But what are the pri- 
vate soldiers to do? Many have mistaken their own 
talents, and have been driven in early youth to try the 
stage, to which they are not competent. He would know 
what to say to the indifferent poet and to the bad artist 
He would say that it was foolish ; and he would recom- 
inend to the poet to become a scribe, and the artist to 
paint sign-posts — (loud laughter.) — But you could not 
send the player adrift, for if he cannot play Hamlet, he 
must play Guildenstem. Where there are many labour- 
ers, wages must be low, and no man in such a situation 
can decently support a wife and family, and save some- 
thing off his income for old age. What is this man to do 
in latter life ? Are you to cast him off like an old hinge, 
or a piece of useless machinery, which has done its work ? 
To a person who had contributed to our amusement, this 
would be unkind, ungrateful, and unchristian. His wants 
are not of his own making, but arise from the natural 
sources of sickness and old age. It cannot be denied that 
there is one class of sufferers to whom no imprudence can 
be ascribed, except on first entering on the profession. 
Ailer putting his hand to the dramatic plough, he cannot 
draw back ; but must continue at it, and toil, till death 
release him from want ; or charity, by its milder infiu- 
encc, steps in to render that want more tolerable. He 
had little more to say, except that he sincerely hoped that 
the collection to-day, from the number of respectable gen- 
tlemen present, would meet the views entertained by the 
patrons. He hoped it would do so. They should not be 
disheartened. Though they could not do a great deal, 
they might do something. They had this consolation, 
that every thing they parted with from their superfluity 
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would do some good. They would sleep the better them 
selves when they have been the means of giving sleep to 
others. It was ungrateful and unkind, that those who 
had sacrificed their youth to our amusement, should not 
receive the reward due to them, but should be reduced to 
hard fare in their old age. We cannot think of poor 
Falstaff going to bed without his cup of sack, or Macbeth 
fed on bones as marrowless as those of Banquo. — (Loud 
cheers and laughter.) — As he believed that they were all 
as fond of the dramatic art as he was in his young^er 
days, he would propose that they , should drink " The 
Theatrical Fund," with three times three. 

Mr. Mackat rose, on behalf of his brethren, to return 
their thanks for the toast just drunk. Many of the gen- 
tlemen present, he said, were perhaps not fully acquainted 
with the nature and intention of the institution, and it 
might not be amiss to enter into some explanation on the 
subject. With whomsoever the idea of a Theatrical 
Fund might have originated, (and it had been disputed 
by the surviving relatives of two or three individuals,) 
certain it was, that the first legally constituted Theatrical 
Fund, owed its origin to one of the brightest ornaments 
of the profession, the late David Garrick. That eminent 
actor conceived that, by a weekly subscription in the 
Theatre, a fund might be raised among its members, from 
which a portion might be given to those of his less fortu- 
nate brethren, and thus an opportunity would be ofiered 
for prudence to provide what fortune had denied — a com- 
fortable provision for the winter of life. With the wel- 
fare of his profession constantly at heart, the zeal with 
which he laboured to uphold its respectability, and to im- 
press upon the minds of his brethren, not only the neces- 
sity, but the blessing of independence, the Fund became 
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his peculiar care. He drew up a form of laws for its 
government, procured, at his own expense, the passing of 
an Act of Parliament for its confirmation, bequeathed to 
it a handsome legacy, and thus became the Father of the 
Drury-Lane Fund* So constant was his attachment to 
this infant establishment, that he chose to grace the close 
of the brightest theatrical life on record, by the last dis- 
play of his transcendent talent, on the occasion of a ben- 
efit for this child of his adoption, which ever since ' has 
gone by the name of the Garrick Fund. In imitation 
of his noble example, Funds had been established in sev- 
eral provincial theatres in England ; but it remained for 
Mrs. Henry Siddons and Mr. William Murray to become 
the founders of the first Theatrical Fund in Scotland. 
(Cheers.) This fund commenced under the most favour- 
able auspices ; it was liberally supported by the manage- 
ment, and highly patronized by the public. Notwithstand- 
ing, it fell short in the accomplishment of its intentions. 
What those intentions were, he (Mr. Mackay) need not 
recapitulate, but they failed ; and he did not hesitate to 
confess that a want of energy on the part of the perform- 
ers was the probable cause. A new set of Rules and 
Regulations were lately drawn up, submitted to and ap- 
proved of at a general meeting of the members of the 
Theatre ; and accordingly the Fund was remodelled on 
the first of January last. And here he thought he did 
but echo the feelings of his brethren, by publicly ac- 
knowledging the obligations they were under to the man- 
agement, for the aid given, and the warm interest they 
had all along taken in the welfare of the Fund. (Cheers.) 
The nature and object of the profession had been so well 
treated of by the President, that he would say nothing ; 
but of the numerous offspring of science and genius that 
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court precarious fame, the Actor boasts the slenderest 
claim of all ; the sport of fortune, the creatures of fashion, 
and the victims of caprice — they are seen, heard, and ad- 
mired, but to be forgot — they leave no trace, no memorial 
of their existence — they " come like shadows, so depart." 
(Cheers.) Yet humble though their pretensions be, there 
was no profession, trade, or calling, where such a combi- 
nation of requisites, mental and bodily, were indispensa- 
ble. In all others the principal may practise after he has 
been visited by the afflicting hand of Providence — some 
by the loss of Umb — some of voice — ^and many, when the 
faculty of the mind is on the wane, may be assisted by 
dutiful children, or devoted servants. Not so the Actor 
— ^he must retain all he ever did possess, or sink dejected 
to a mournful home. (Applause.) Yet while they are 
toiling for ephemeral theatric fame, how very few ever 
possess the means of hoarding in their youth that which 
would give bread in old age ! But now a brighter pros- 
pect dawned upon them, and to the success of this their 
infant establishment they looked with hope, as to a com- 
fortable and peaceful home in their declining years. He 
concluded by tendering to the meeting, in the name of his 
brethren and sisters, their unfeigned thanks for their lib- 
eral support, and begged to propose " the health of the 
Patrons of the Edinburgh Theatrical Fund." (Cheers.) 
Lord Meadowbank said, that by desire of his Hon. 
Friend in the chair, and of his Noble Friend at hLs right 
hand, he begged leave to return thanks for the honour 
which had been conferred on the Patrons of this excel- 
lent Institution. He could answer for himself — ^he could 
answer for them, all — that they were deeply impressed 
with the meritorious objects which it has in view, and of 
their anxious wish to promote its interests. For himself, 
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he hoped he might be permitted to say, that he was 
rather surprised at finding his own name as one of the 
Patrons, associated with so many individuals of high rank 
and powerful influence. Bat it was an excuse for those 
who had placed him in a situation so honourable and so dis- 
tinguished, that when this charity was instituted, he hap- 
pened to hold a high and responsible station under the 
Crown, when he might have been of use in assisting and 
promoting its objects. His Lordship much feared that he 
could have little expectation, situated as he now was, of 
doing either; but he could confidently assert, that few 
things would give him greater gratification than being 
able to contribute to its prosperity and support ; and, in- 
deed, when one recollects the pleasure which at all peri- 
ods of life he has received from the exhibitions of the 
stage, and the exertions of the meritorious individuals for 
whose aid this fund has been established, he must be 
divested both of gratitude and feeling who would not 
give his best endeavours to promote its welfare. And 
now, that he might ux some measure repay the gratifica- 
tion which had been afforded himself, he would beg leave 
to propose a toast, the health of one of the Patrons, — ^a 
great and distinguished individual, whose name must 
always stand by itself, and which, in an assembly such as 
this, or in any other assembly of Scotsmen, can never be 
received, not, he would say, with ordinary feelings of 
pleasure or of delight, but with those of rapture or en- 
thusiasm. In doing so he felt that he stood in a some- 
what new situation. Whoever had been called upon to 
propose the health of his Hon. Friend to whom he alluded, 
some time ago, would have found himself enabled, from 
the mystery in which certain matters were involved, to 
gratify himself and his auditors by allusions which found 
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a responding chord in their own feelings, and to deal in 
the language, the sincere language, of panegyric, without 
intruding on the modestj of the great individual to whom 
he referred. But it was no longer .possible, consistently 
with the respect to one's auditors, to use upon this subject 
terms either of mystification, or of obscure or indirect 
allusion. The clouds have been dispelled — the darkness 
visible has been cleared away — and the Great Unknown 
— the minstrel of our native land — the mighty magician 
who has rolled back the current of time, and conjured up 
before our living senses the men and the manners of days 
which have long passed away, stands revealed to the 
hearts and the eyes of his affectionate and admiring coun- 
trymen. If he himself were capable of imagining all 
that belonged to this mighty subject — were he even able 
to give utterance to all that, as a friend, as a man, and 
as a Scotsman, he must feel regarding it ; yet know- 
ing, as he well did, that this illustrious individual was 
not more distinguished for his towering talents, than 
for those feelings which rendered such allusions ungrate- 
ful to himself, however sparingly introduced, he would, 
on that account, still refrain from doing that which would 
otherwise be no less pleasing to him than to his audience. 
But this, his Lordship hoped he would be allowed to say, 
(his auditors would not pardon him were he to say less,) 
we owe to him, as a people, a large and heavy debt of 
gratitude. He it is who has opened to foreigners the 
grand and characteristic beauties of our country. It is 
to him that we owe that our gallant ancestors, and the 
j5truggles of our illustrious patriots, — who fought and bled 
in order to obtain and secure that independence and that 
liberty we now enjoy, — have obtained a fame no longer 
confined to the boundaries of a remote and comparatively 
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obscure nation, and who has called down upon their strag- 
gles for glory and freedom the admiration of foreign coun- 
tries. He it is who has conferred a new reputation on 
our national character, and bestowed on Scotland an im- 
perishable name, were it only by her having given birth 
to himself. (Loud and rapturous applause.) 

Sir Walter Scott certainly did not think that, in 
coming here to-day, he would have the task of acknowl- 
edging, before three hundred gentlemen, a secret which, 
considering that it was communicated to more than twenty 
people, had been remarkably well kept He was now 
before the bar of his country, and might be understood to 
be on trial before Lord Meadowbank as an offender ; yet 
he was sure that every impartial jury would bring in a 
verdict of Not Proven. He did not now think it neces- 
sary to enter into the reasons of his long silence. Per- 
haps caprice might have a considerable share in it. He 
had now to say, however, that the merits of these works, 
if they had any, and their faults, were entirely imputable 
to himself. (Long and loud cheering.) He was afraid 
to think on what he had done. " Look on't again I dare 
not." He had thus far unbosomed himself, and he knew 
that it would be reported to the public. He meant, then, 
seriously to state, that when he said he was the author, he 
was the total and undivided author. With the exception 
of quotations, there was not a single word that was not 
derived from himself, or suggested in the course of his 
reading. The wand was now broken, and the book 
buried. You will allow me farther to say, with Pros- 
pero, it is your breath that has filled my sails, and to 
crave one single toast in the capacity of the author of 
these novels; and he would dedicate a bumper to the 
health of one who has represented some of those charac- 
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ters, of which he had endeavoured to give the skeleton, 
with a degree of liveliness which rendered him gratefuL 
He would propose the health of his friend Bailie Nicol 
Jarvie, (loud applause) — and he was sure, that when the 
Author of Waverley and Rob Roy drinks to Nicol Jar- 
vie, it would be received ¥rith that degree of applause to 
which that gentleman has always been accustomed, and 
that they would take care that on the present occasion it 
should be prodigious ! (Long and vehement applause.) 

Mr. Mackat, who here spoke with great humour in 
the character of Bailie Jarvie. — ^My conscience ! My 
worthy father the deacon could not have believed that his 
son could hae had sic a compliment paid to him by the 
Great Unknown ! 

Sir Walter Scott. — ^The Small Known now, Mr. 
Bailie. 

Mr. Mackat. — He had been long identified with the 
Bailie, and he was vain of the cognomen which he had 
now worn for eight years ; and he questioned if any of 
bis brethren in the Council had given such universal sat- 
isfaction. (Loud laughter and applause.) Before he sat 
down, he begged to propose " The Lord Provost, and the 
City of Edinburgh." 

Sir Walter Scott apologized for the absence of the 
Lord Provost, who had gone to London on public busi- 
ness. 

Tune — " Within a mile of Edinburgh town." 

Sir Walter Scott gave, " The Duke of Wellington 
and the Army." 

Glee — " How merrily we live." 

" Lord Melville and the Navy, that fought till they left 
nobody to fight with, like an arch sportsman who clears 
all and goes after the game." 
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Mr. Pat. Robertson. — They had heard this evening 
a toast, which had been received with intense delight, 
which will be published in every newspaper, and will be 
hailed with joy by all Europe. He had cme toast assigned 
him which he had great pleasure in giving. He was 
sure, that the stage had in all ages a great effect on the 
morals and manners of the people. It was very desirable 
that the stage should be well i;egulated ; and there was 
no criterion by which its regulation could be better deter- 
mined than by the moral character and personal respect- 
ability of the performers. He was not one of those stem 
moralists who objected to the Theatre. The most fastid- 
ious moralist could not possibly apprehend any injury 
from the stage of Edinburgh, as it was presently man- 
aged, and so long as it was adorned by that illustrious 
individual, Mrs. Henry Siddons, whose public exhibitions 
were not more remarkable for feminine grace and deli- 
cacy, than was her private character for every virtue 
which could be admired in domestic life. He would con- 
clude with reciting a few words from Shakspeare, in a 
spirit not of contradiction to those stem moralists who 
disliked the Theatre, but of meekness : — " Good, my lord, 
will you see the players well bestowed ? do you hear, let 
them be well used, for they are the abstract and brief 
chronicles of the time." He then gave "Mrs. Henry 
Siddons, and success to the Theatre-Royal of Ediu- 
burgh." 

Mr. Murray. — Gentlemen, I rise to return thanks 
for the honour you have done Mrs. Siddons, in doing 
which I am somewhat difficulted, from the extreme deli- 
cacy which attends a brother's expatiating upon a sister's 
claims to honours publicly paid — (hear, hear) — yet,' Gen- 
tlemen, your kindness emboldens me to say, that were I 
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to give utterance to all a brother's feelings, I should not 
exaggerate those claims. (Loud applause.) I therefore, 
Grentlemen, thank you most cordially for the honour you 
have done her, and shall now request permission to make 
an observation on the establishment of the Edinburgh 
Theatrical Fund. Mr. Maokay has done Mrs. Henry 
Siddons and myself the honour to ascribe the establish- 
ment to us ; but no, Grentlemen, it owes its origin to a 
higher source-— the publication of the novel of Bob Roy 
— the unprecedented success of the opera adapted from 
that popular production. (Hear, hear.) It was that 
success which relieved the Edinb^rgh Theatre from its 
difficulties, and enabled Mrs. Siddons to carry into effect 
the establishment of a fund she had long desired, but was 
prevented from effecting, from the unsettled state of her 
theatrical concerns. I therefore hope that, in future 
years, when the aged and infirm actors derives relief from 
this Fund, he will, in the language of the gallant High- 
lander, ^^ Cast his eye to good old Scotland, and not forget 
Rob Roy." (Loud applause.) 

Sir Walter Scott here stated, that Mrs. Siddons 
wanted the means but not the will of beginning the The- 
atrical Fund. He here alluded to the great merits of 
Mr. Murray's management, and to his merits as an actor^ 
which were of the first order, and of which every person 
who attends the Theatre must be sensible; and after 
alluding to the embarrassments with which the Theatre 
had been at one period threatened, he concluded by giving 
the health of Mr. Murray, which was drunk with three 
times three. 

Mr. Murray. — Gentlemen, I wish I could believe, 
that, in any degree, I merited the compliments with 
which it has pleased Sir Walter Scott to preface the 
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proposal of my health, or the very flattering manner in 
which jou have done me the honour to receive it. The 
approbation of such an assembly is most gratifying to me, 
and might encourage feelings of vanity, were not such 
feelings crashed by my conviction, that no man holding 
the situation I have so long held in Edinburgh, could 
have failed, placed in the peculiar circumstances in which 
I have been placed. Gentlemen, I shall not insult your 
good taste by eulogiums upon your judgment or kindly 
feeling; though to the first I owe any improvement I 
may have made as an actor, and certainly my success as 
a Manager to the second. (Applause.) When, upon 
the death of my dear brother, the late Mr. Siddons, it was 
proposed that I should undertake the management of the 
Edinburgh Theatre, I confess I drew back, doubting my 
capability to free it from the load of debt and difficulty 
with which it was surrounded. In this state of anxiety, 
I solicited the advice of one who had ever honoured me 
with his kindest regard, and whose name no member of 
my profession can pronounce without feelings of the 
deepest respect and gratitude-^-I allude to the late 
Mr. John Kemble. (Great applause.) To him I ap- 
plied ; and with the repetition of his advice I shall cease 
to trespass upon your time — (Hear, hear.) — " My dear 
WiUiam, fear not; integrity and assiduity must prove 
an overmatch for all difficulty ; and though I approve 
your not indulging a vain confidence in your own abil- 
ity, and viewing with respectful apprehension the judg- 
ment of the audience you have to act before, yet be as- 
sured that judgment will ever be tempered by the feeling 
that you are acting for the widow and the fatherless." 
(Loud applause.) Gentlemen, those words have never 
passed from my mind; and I feel convinced that you 
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have pardoned my manj errors, from the feeling that I 
was striving for the widow and the fatherless. (Long 
and enthusiastic applause followed Mr. Murray's ad- 
dress.) 

Sir Walter Scott gave the health of the Stewards. 

Mr. Vandenhoff. — Mr. President and Gentlemen, 
the honour conferred upon the Stewards, in the very flat- 
tering compliment you have just paid us, caUs forth our 
warmest acknowledgments. In tendering you our thanks 
for the approbation you have been pleased to express of 
our humble exertions, I would beg leave to advert to 
the cause in which we have been engaged. Yet, sur- 
rounded as I am by the genius — ^the eloquence of this 
enlightened city, I cannot but feel the presumption which 
ventures to address you on so interesting a subject. Ac- 
customed to speak in the language of others, I feel quite 
at a loss for terms wherein to clothe the sentiments ex- 
cited by the present occasion. (Applause.) The nature 
of the Institution which has sought your fostering patron- 
age, and the objects which it contemplates, have been 
fully explained to you. But, gentlemen, the relief which 
it proposes is not a gratuitous relief — ^but to be purchased 
by the individual contribution of its members towards the 
general good. This Fund lends no encouragement to 
idleness or improvidence ; but it offers an opportunity to 
prudence, in vigour and youth, to make provision against 
the evening of life and its attendant infirmity. A period 
is fixed, at which we admit the plea of age as an ex- 
emption from professional labour. It is painful to be- 
hold the veteran on the stage (compelled by necessity) 
contending against physical decay, mocking the joyous- 
ness of mirth with the feebleness of age, when the ener- 
gies decline, when the memory fails, and " the big manly 
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voice, turning again towards childish treble, pipes and 
whistles in the sound.** We would remove him from the 
mimic scene, where fiction constitutes the charm; we 
would not view old age caricaturing itself. (Applause.) 
But as our means maj be found, in time of need, inade- 
quate to the fulfilment of our wishes — ^fearful of raising 
expectations which we may be unable to gratify — de- 
sirous not " to keep the word of promise to the ear, and 
break it to the hope *' — we have presumed to court the 
assistance of the friends of the drama to strengthen our 
infant institution. Our appeal has been successful be- 
yond our most sanguine expectations. The distinguished 
patronage conferred on us by your presence on this occa- 
sion, and the substantial support which your benevolence 
has so liberally afforded to our institution, must impress 
every member of the Fund with the most grateful senti- 
ments — sentiments which no language can express, no 
time obliterate. (Applause.) I will not trespass longer 
on your attention. I would the task of acknowledging' 
our obligation had fallen into abler hands. (Hear, hear.) 
In the name of the Stewards, J most respectfully and 
cordially thank you for the honour you have done us, 
which greatly overpays our poor endeavours. (Ap- 
plause.) 

[This speech, though rather inadequately reported, 
was one of the best delivered on this occasion. That it 
was creditable to Mr. Vandenhofi'^s taste and feelings the 
preceding sketch will show ; but how much it was so, it 
does not show.] 

Mb. J. Cat gave " Professor Wilson and the Univer- 
sity of Edinburgh, of which he was one of the brightest 
ornaments.** 

Lord Meadowbakk, after a suitable eulogium, gave 
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" the Earl of Fife," which was drunk with three times 
three. 

The Earl of Fife expressed his high gratification at 
the honour conferred on him. He intimated his appro- 
bation of the institution, and his readiness to promote its 
success by every means in his power. He concluded 
with, giving " the health of the Company of Edin- 
burgh." 

Mr. Jones, on rising to return thanks, being received 
with considerable applause, said, he was truly grateftil for 
the kind encouragement he had experienced, but the nov- 
elty of the situation in which he now waa, renewed all the 
feelings he experienced when he first saw himself an- 
nounced in the bills as a young gentleman, being his first 
appearance on any stage. (Laughter and applause.) 
Although in the presence of those whose indulgence had, 
in another sphere, so often shielded him from the penal- 
ties of inability, he was unable to execute the task which 
•had so unexpectedly devolved upon him in behalf of his 
brethren and himself. He therefore begged the company 
to imagine all that grateful hearts could prompt the most 
eloquent to utter, and that would be a copy of their feel- 
ings. (Applause.) He begged to trespass another mo- 
ment on their attention, for the purpose of expressing the 
thanks of the members of the Fund to the Gentlemen of 
the Edinburgh Professional Society of Musicians, who, 
finding that this meeting was appointed to take place on 
the same evening with their concert, had in the hand- 
somest manner agreed to postpone it. Although it was 
his duty thus to preface the toast he had to propose, he 
was certain the meeting required no farther inducement 
than the recollection of the pleasure the exertions of those 
gentlemen had often afibrded them within those walls, 
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to join heartily in drinking *< Health and prosperity to 
the Edinburgh Professional Society of Musicians." (Ap- 
plause.) 

Mr. Pat. Eobertson proposed ^the health of Mr. 
Jefirey/' whose absence was owing to indisposition. The 
public was well aware that he was the most distinguished 
advocate at the bar ; he was likewise distinguished for 
the kindness, frankness, and cordial manner in which he 
communicated with the junior members of the profession, 
to the esteem of whom his splendid talents would always 
entitle him. 

Mr. J. Maoonochie gave " the health of Mrs. Sid- 
dons, senior — the most distinguished ornament of the 
stage." 

Sir W. Scott said, that if any thing could reconcile 
him to old age, it was the reflection that he had seen the 
rising as well as the setting sun of Mrs. Siddons. He 
remembered well their breakfasting near to the Theatre — 
waiting the whole day — the crushing at the doors at six 
o'clock — ^and their going in and counting their fingers till 
seven o'clock. But the very first step — ^the very first 
word which she uttered, was sufficient to overpay him for 
all his labours. The house was literally electrified ; and 
it was only from witnessing the effects of her genius, that 
he could guess to what a pitch theatrical excellence could 
be carried. Those young gentlemen who have only seen 
the setting sun of this distinguished performer, beautiful 
an& serene as that was, must give us old fellows, who 
have seen its rise and its meridian, leave to hold our 
heads a little higher. 

Mr. Ddndas gave " The memory of Home, the author 
of Douglas." 

Mr. Mackat here announced that the subscription for 
voi#. xxxvin. 11 
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the nigfat amoanted to £280 ; and he expressed gratitude 
for this substantial proof of their kindness. [We are 
happj to state that subscriptions have since flowed in very 
liberallj.] 

Mr. Mackay here entertained the company with a 
pathetic song. 

Sir Walter Scott apologized for having so long 
forgotten their native land. He would now give " Scot- 
land, the Land of Cakes." He would give every river, 
every loch, every hill, from Tweed to Johnnie Groat's 
house — every lass in her cottage and countess in her cas- 
tle ; and may her sons stand by her, as their Others did 
before them, and he who would not drink a bumper to his 
toast, may he never drink whisky more ! 

Sir Walter Scott here gave Lord Meadowbank, 
who returned thanks. 

Mr. H. 6. Bell said, that he should not have ven- 
tured to intrude himself upon the attention of the assem- 
bly, did he not feel conMent that the toast he be^ed to 
have the honour to propose, would make amends for the 
very imperfect manner in which he might express his 
sentiments regarding it. It had been said, that notwith- 
standing the mental supremacy of the present age, not- 
withstanding that the page of our history was studded 
with names destined also for the page of immortality, that 
the genius of Shakspeare was extinct, and the fountain 
of his inspiration dried up. It might be that these obser- 
vations were unfortunately correct, or it might be that wo 
were bewildered with a name, not disappointed of the 
reality, — ^for though Shakspeare had brought a Hamlet, 
an Othello, and a Macbeth, an Ariel, a Juliet, and a Rosa- 
lind, upon the stage, were there not authors living who 
had brought as varied, as exquisitely painted, and as un- 
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dying a range of characters into our hearts ? The shape 
of the mere mould into which genius poured its golden 
treasures was surely a matter of little moment, — let it be 
called a Tragedy, a Comedy, or a Waverley Novel. But 
even among the dramatic authors of the present day, he 
was unwilling to aUow that there was a great and pal- 
pable decline from the glory of preceding ages, and his . 
toast alone would bear him out in denying the truth of the 
proposition. After eulogizing the names of Baillie, By- 
ron, Coleridge, Maturin, and others, he begged to have 
the honour of proposing " the health of James Sheridan 
Knowles." 

Sir Walter Scott. — Gentlemen, I crave a bumper 
all over. The last toast reminds me of a neglect of duty. 
Unaccustomed to a public duty of this kind, errors in 
conducting the ceremonial of it may be excused, and 
omissions pardoned. Perhaps I have made one or two 
omissions in the course of the evening, for which I trust 
you will grant me your pardon and indulgence. One 
thing in particular I have omitted, and I would now wish 
to make amends for it, by a libation of reverence and 
respect to the memory of Shakspeare. He was a man 
of universal genius, and from a period soon afler his own 
era to the present day, he has been universally idolized. 
When I come to his honoured name, I am like the sick 
man who hung up his crutches at the shrine, and was 
obliged to confess that he did not walk better than before. 
It is indeed difficult, gentlemen, to compare him to any 
other individual. The only one to whom I can at all 
compare him, is the wonderful Arabian dervise, who dived 
into the body of each, and in this way became familiar 
with the thoughts and secrets of their hearts. He was a 
man of obscure origin, and, as a player, limited in hia 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



164 WAVERLET NOVELS. 

acqairements, but he was bom evidently with-a universal 
genius. His eyes glanced at all the varied aspects of 
life, and his fancy portrayed with equal talents the king 
on the throne, and the clown who crackles his chestnuts 
at a Christmas fire. Whatever note he takes, he strikes 
it just and true, and awakens a corresponding chord in 
. our own bosoms. Gentlemen, I propose " The memory of 
William Shakspeare." 

Glee — " Lightly tread, 'tis hallowed ground.** 

After the glee, Sir Walter rose, and begged to pro- 
pose as a toast the health of a lady, whose living merit is 
not a little honourable to Scotland. The toast (he said) 
is also flattering to the national vanity of a Scotchman, as 
the lady whom I intend to propose is a native of this 
country. From the public her works have met with the 
most favourable reception. One piece of hers, in particu- 
lar, was often acted here of late yeais, and gave pleasure 
of no mean kind to many brilliant and fashionable audi- 
ences. In her private character she (he begged leave to 
say) is as remarkable, as in a public sense she is for her 
genius. In short, he would in one word name — ^"Joanna 
Baillie." 

This health being drunk, Mr. Thome was called on for 
a song, and sung, with great taste and feeling, ^The 
Anchor's weighed." 

W. Menzies, Esq., Advocate, rose to propose the 
health of a gentleman for many years connected at inter- 
vals with the dramatic art in Scotland. Whether we loOk 
at the range of characters he performs, or at the capacity 
which he evinces in executing those which he undertakes, 
he is equally to be admired. In all his parts he is unri- 
valled. The individual to whom he alluded is (said he) 
''Well known to the gentlemen present, in the characters of 
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Malvolio, Lord Oglebj, and the Green Man ; and, in ad- 
dition to bis other qualities, he merits, for his peifection 
in these characters, the grateful sense of this meeting. 
He would wish, in the first place, to drink his health as 
an actor ; but he was not less estimable in domestic life, 
and as a private gentleman ; and when he announced him 
as one whom the Chairman had honoured with his friend- 
ship, he was sure that all present would cordially join 
him in drinking " The health of Mr. Terrj." 

Mr. William Allan, banker, said, that he did not 
rise with the intention of making a speech. He merely 
wished to contribute in a few words to the mirth of the 
evening — an evening which certainly had not passed off 
without some blunders. It had been understood — at least 
he had tearnt or supposed, from the expressions of Mr. 
Pritchard — that it would be sufficient to put a paper, with 
the name of the contributor, into the box, and that the 
gentleman thus contributing would be called on for the 
money next morning. He, for his part, had committed a 
blunder, but it might serve as a caution to those who may 
be present at the dinner of next year. He had merely 
put in his name, written on a slip of paper, without the 
money. But he would recommend that, as some of the 
gentlemen might be in the same situation, the box should 
be again sent round, and he was confident that they, as 
well as he, would redeem their error. 

Sir Walter Scott said, that the meeting was some- 
what in the situation of Mrs. Anne Page, who had £300 
and possibilities. We have already got, said he, £280, 
but I should like, I confess, to have the £300. He would 
gratify himself by proposing the health of an honourable 
person, the Lord Chief Baron, whom England has sent to 
us, and connecting with it that of his " yoke fellow on the 
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bench/' as Shakspeare says, Mr. Baron Clerk — ^The 
Court of Exchequer. 

Mr. Baron Clerk regretted the absence of his 
learned brother. None, he was sure, could be more 
generous in his nature, or more ready to help a Scottish 
purpose. 

Sir Walter Scott. — ^There is one who ought to be 
remembered on this occasion. He is, indeed, well enti- 
tled to our grateful recollection— one, in short, to whom 
the drama in this dty owes much. He succeeded, not 
without trouble, and perhaps at some considerable sacri- 
fice, in establishing a theatre. The jounger part of the 
company may not recollect the theatre to which I aUnde ; 
but there are some with me who may remember by name 
a place called Carrubber's Gose. There Allan Ramsay 
established his little theatre. His own pastoral was not 
fit for the stage, but it has its admirers in those who love 
the Doric language in which it is written ; and it is not 
without merits of a very peculiar kind. But, laying aside 
all considerations of his literary merit, Allan was a good 
jovial honest fellow, who could crack a bottle with the 
best — The memory of Allan Ramsay. 

Mr. Murray, on being requested, sung, " Twas merry 
in the hall," and at the conclusion was greeted with re- 
peated rounds of applause. 

Mr.^ Jones. — One omission I conceive has been made. 
The cause of the Fund has been ably advocated, but it is 
still susceptible, in my opinion, of an additional charm — 

Without the smile from partifd beaat j won, 
Oh, what were man? — a world without a sun! 

And there would not be a darker spot in poetry than 
would be the comer in Shakspeare Square, if, like its 
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fellowy the Register Office, the Theatre were deserted 
by the ladies. They are, in fact, our most attractive 
stars. — ^''The Patronesses of the Theatre — ^the Ladies 
of the Qty of Edinburgh." This toast I ask leave 
to drink with all the honours which conviviality can 
confer. 

Mr. Patrick Robertsok would be the last man wiU- 
ii^gly to introduce any topic calculated to interrupt the 
harmony of the evening; yet he felt himself treading 
upon ticklish ground when he approached the region of 
the Nor* Loch. He assured the company, however, that 
he was not about to enter on the subject of the Lnprove- 
ment BilL They all knew, that if the public were unan- 
imous — if the consent of all parties were obtained — ^if the 
rights and interests of everybody were therein attended 
to, saved, reserved, respected, and excepted — ^if everybody 
agreed to it — and finally, a most essential point, if nobody 
opposed it — then, and in that case, and provided also that 
due intimation were given — ^the bill in question might 
pass — would pass— or might, c^uld, would, or should pass 
— all expenses being defrayed. — (Laughter.) — He was 
the advocate of neither champion, and would neither 
avail himself of the absence of the Right Hon. the Lord 
Provost, nor take advantage of the nonappearance of 
his friend, Mr. Cockbum. — (Laughter.) — But in the 
midst of these civic broils, there had been elicited a ray 
of hope, that, at some future period, in Bereford Park, or 
some other place, if all parties were consulted and satis- 
fied, and if intimation were duly made at the Kirk doors 
of all the parishes in Scotland, in terms of the statute in 
that behalf provided — the people of Edinburgh might by 
possibility get a new theatre. — (Cheers and laughter.)-— 
But wherever the belligerent powers might be pleased to 
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set down this new theatre, be was sure they all hoped to 
meet the Old Company in it — He should therefore pro- 
pose — '^ Better accommodation to the Old Company in the 
new theatre, site unknown." — ^Mr. Robertson's speech 
was most humorously given, and he sat down amidst 
loud cheers and laughter. 

Sir Walter Scott. — Wherever the new theatre is 
built, I hope it will not be large. There are two errors 
which we commonly commit — ^the one arising &om our 
pride, tl^e other from our poverty. If there are twelve 
plans, it is odds but the largest, without any regard to 
comfort, or an eye to the probable expense, is adopted. 
There was the College projected on this scale, and under- 
taken in the same manner, and who shall see the end of 
it ? It has been building all my life, and may probably 
last during the lives of my children, and my children's 
children. Let not the same prophetic hymn be sung, 
when we commence a new theatre, which was performed 
on the occasion of laying the foundation-stone of a cer- 
tain edifice, " Behold the endless work begun." Play- 
going folk should attend somewhat to convenience. The 
new theatre should, in the first place, be such as may be 
finished in eighteen months or two years ; and, in the 
second place, it should be one in which we can hear our 
old friends with comfort. It is better that a moderate- 
sized house should be crowded now and then, than to have 
a large theatre with benches continually empty, to the 
discouragement of the actors, and the discomfort of the 
spectators. — (Applause.) — He then commented in flatter- 
ing terms on the genius of Mackenzie and his private 
worth, and concluded by proposing " The health of Henry 
Mackenzie, Esq." 

Immediately afterwards he said : Gentlemen, — It is 
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now wearing late, and I shall request permission to re- 
tire. Like Partridge I may say, " nan sum qtialis eramJ' 
At my time of day, I can agree with Lord Ogleby as to 
his rheumatism, and say, ** There's a twinge." I hope, 
therefore, you will excuse me for leaving the chain — 
(The worthy Baronet then retired amidst long, loud, and 
rapturous cheering.) 

Mr. Patbick Robebtson was then called to the 
chair by common acclamation. 

Gentlemen, said Mb. Robebtson, I take the liberty 
of asking you to fill a bumper to the very brim. There 
is not one of us who wiU not remember, while he lives, 
being present at this day's festival, and the declaration 
made this night by the gentleman who has just leil the 
chair. That declaration has rent the veil from the fea- 
tures of the Great Unknown — a name which must now 
merge in the neune of the Great Known. It will be 
henceforth coupled with the name of Scott, which will 
become familiar like a household word. We have heard 
the confession fix)m his own immortal lips — (cheering) — 
and we cannot dwell with too much, or too fervent praise, 
on the merits of the greatest man whom Scotland has 
produced. 

After which, several other toasts were given, and Mr. 
Robertson left the room about half-past eleven. A few 
choice spirits, however, rallied round Captain Broadhead, 
of the 7th Hussars, who was called to the chair, and the 
festivity was prolonged till an early hour on Saturday 
morning. 

The band of the Theatre occupied the gallery, and that 
of the 7th Hussars the end of the room, opposite the 
chair, whose performances were greatly admired. It is 
but justice to Mr. Gibb to state, that the dinner was very 
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handsome (though slowly served in) and the wines good. 
The attention of the stewards was exemplary. Mr. Mar> 
ray and Mr. Yandenhoff, with great good taste, attended 
on Sir Walter Scotf s right and left, and we know that he 
has expressed himself much gratified hy their anxious 
politeness and seduli^. 
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CHAPTER L 

HE. CHBTSTAL OROFTANGRT'S ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF. 



SIC rrUB AD ASTBA. 



^ This is the path to Heaven.'* Such is the ancient 
motto attached to the armorial bearings of the Canongate, 
and which is inscribed, with greater or less propriety, 
upon all the' public buildings, from the church to the pil- 
lory, in the ancient quarter of Edinburgh, which bears, 
or rather once bore, the same relation to the Grood Town 
that Westminster does to London, being still possessed of 
the palace of the sovereign, as it formerly was dignified 
by the residence of the principal nobility and gentry. I 
may, therefore,' with some propriety, put the same motto 
at the head of the literary undertaking by which I hope 
to illustrate the hitherto undistinguished name of Chrys- 
tal Croftangry. 

The public may desire to know something of an author 
who pitches at such height his ambitious expectations. 
The gentle reader, therefore — for I am much of Captain 
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Bobadirs humour, and could to no other extend myself so 
far — the gentle reader, then, will be pleased to under- 
stand, that I am a Scottish gentleman of the old school, 
with a fortune, temper, and person, rather the worse for 
wear. I have known the world for these forty years, 
having written myself man nearly since that period — and 
I do not think it is much mended. But this is an opinion 
which I keep to myself when I am among younger folk, 
for I recollect, in my youth, quizzing the Sexagenarians 
who carried back their ideas of a perfect state of society 
to the days of laced coats and triple ruffles, and some of 
them to the blood and blows of the Forty-five : Therefore 
I am cautious in exercising the right of censorship, which 
is supposed to be acquired by men arrived at, or ap- 
proaching, the mysterious period of life, when the num- 
bers of seven and nine multiplied into each other, form 
what sages have termed the Grand Climacteric. 

Of the earlier part of my life it is only necessary to 
say, that I swept the boards of the Parliament-House 
with the skirts of my gown for the usual number of years 
during which young Lairds were in my time^ expected to 
keep term — ^got no fees — laughed, and made others laugh 
—drank claret at Bayle's, Fortune's, and Walker's, — and 
eat oysters in the Covenant Close. 

Becoming my own master, I flung my gown at the bar- 
keeper, and commenced gay man on my own account. In 
Edinburgh I ran into all the expensive society which the 
place then afforded. When I went to my house in the 
shire of. Lanark, I emulated to the utmost the expenses 
of men of large fortune, and had my hunters, my first- 
rate pointers, my game-cocks, and feeders. I can more 
easily forgive myself for these follies, than for others of 
a still more blamable kind, so indifferently cloaked ove/, 
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that my poor mother thought herself obliged to leave my 
habitation, and betake herself to a small inconvenient 
jointure-house, which she occupied till her death. 1 
think, however, I was not exclusively to blame in this 
separation, and I believe my mother afterwards con- 
demned herself for being too hasty. Thank God, the 
adversity which destroyed the means of continuing my 
dissipation, restored me to the affections of my surviving 
parent. 

My course of life could not last. I ran too fast to run 
long ; and when I would have checked my career, I was 
perhaps too near the brink of the precipice. Some mis- 
haps I prepared by my own folly, others came upon me 
unawares. I put my estate out to nurse to a fat man of 
business, who smothered the babe he should have brought 
back to me in health and strength, and, in dispute with 
this honest gentleman, I found, like a skilful general, that 
my position would be most judiciously assumed, by taking 
it up near the Abbey of Holyrood.* It was then I first 

* The reader may be gratified with Hector Boece's narrative of the 
original foundation of the famous Abbey of Holyrood, or the Holy 
Cross, as given in Bel1enden*s translation: — 

** Eftir death of Alexander the first, his brothir David come out of 
Ingland, and wes crownit at Scone, the yeir of God moxxiv yeiris, 
and did gret justice, eftir his coronation, in all partis of his realme. 
He had na wens during the time of King Hary; and wes so pietuous, 
that he sat daylie in judgement, to cans his pure commonis to have 
justice; and causit the actionis of his noblis to be decidit be his othir 
jugis. He gart ilk juge redres the skaithis that come to the party b« 
his wrang sentence; throw quhilk, he decorit his realm with mon> 
nobil actis, and ejeckit the vennomus custome of riotus cheir, quhUk 
wes inducit afore be Inglismen, quhen thay com with Queue Margaret; 
for the samin wes noisum to al gud maneris, makand his pepil tender 
and effeminat. ' > 

^ In the fourt yelr of his regne, this nobiU prince come to visie the 
madin Castell of Edinburgh. At this time, all the boundis of Scotland 
were ful of woddis, lesouris, and medois; for the countre wes more 
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became acquainted with the quarter, which my little work 
will, I hope, render immortal, and grew familiar with 
those magnificent wilds, through which the Kings of Scot- 

gevin to store of bestiall, than ony productioiin of cornis ; and abont 
this castell was aae gret forest, full of haris, hindis, toddis, and sick- 
like maner of beistis. Now was the Bade Day cumin, called the £x- 
idtation of the Croce; and, becaus the samin was ane hie solempne 
day, the king past to his contemplation. Eftir the messis wer done 
with maist solempnitie and reverence, comperit afore him mony 
yoimg and insolent baronis of Scotland, richt desirus to haif sum plesnr 
and solace, be chace of hundis in the said forest. At this time wes 
with the king sfie man of singolare and devoit life, namit Alkwine, 
channon eftir the ordonr of Sanct Augustine, quhilk wes lang time 
confessoure, afore, to King David in Ingland, the time that he wes Erie 
of Hnntingtoun and Northumbirland. This religious man dissuadit 
the king, be mony reasonis, to pas to this huntis; and allegit the day 
wes so solempne, be reverence of the haly croce, that he suld gif him 
erar, for that day, to contemplation, than ony othir exersition. Noch- 
theles, his dissuasion is littill avalit ; for the king wes finallie so provokit, 
be inoportune solicitatioun of his baronis, that he past, noehtwith 
standing the solempnite of this day, to his hountis. At last, quhen he 
wes cumin throw the vail that lyis to the gret eist fra the said castell, 
quhare now lyis the Canongait, the staik past throw the wod with sic 
noyis and din of rachis and bugillis, that all the bestia were rasit fra 
thalr dennis. Now wes the king cumin to the fute of the crag, and all 
his nob ills severit, heir and thair, fra him, at thaJr game and solace; 
quhen auddenlle apperit to his sicht, the fairist hart thttb evir wes sene 
afore with levand creature. The noyis and din <^ this hart rinnand, 
as apperit, with awful and braid tindis, maid the kingis hors so effirayit, 
that na renzeis micht hald him; bot ran, perforce, oulr mire and mos- 
sis, away with the king. Nochtheles, the hart followit so fast, that he 
dang baith the king and his hors to the ground. Thaa the king kest 
abak his handls betwix the tindis of this hart, to haif savit him fira the 
strak thairof; and the haly croce slaid, incontinent, in his handis. 
The hart fled away with gret violence, and evanist In the same place 
quhare now springis the Bade Well. The pepil richt affirayitly, re- 
tumit to lum out of all partis of the wod, to comfort him eftor his 
trubill; and fell on kneis, devotly adoring the haly croce; for it was 
not cumin but sum hevinly providence, as weill .apperis; for thair is 
na man can schaw of quhat mater it is of, metal or tre. Sone eftir, 
the king returnit to his oasteU; and in the nicht following, he was a4- 
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land once ehased the dark-brown deer, but which were 
chiefly recommended to me in those days, by their being 
inaccessible to those metaphysical persons, whom the law 
of the neighbouring country terms John Doe and Richard 
Roe. In short, the precincts of the palace are now best 

monist, be ane yisiOD in his sleip, to big ane abbay of chaimonis rega- 
lar in the same place quhare he gat the croce. Als toae as he was 
awalkinnit, he scshew bis visione to Alkwine, his confeseoore; and he 
na thing suspended his gad mind, bot erar inflammit him with maist 
fervent devotion thairto. The king, incontinent, send his traist ser- 
vandis in France and Flanderis, and brocht rieht crafty masonis to 
big this abbay; syne dedioat it in the honour of this haly croce. The 
croce remanit eontioewally in the said abbay, to the time of King 
David Brace; qohilk was unhappily tane with it At Dnrame, qnhare 
it is haldin yit in gret veneration." — Boece, book 12, ch. 16. 

It is by no means clear what Scottish prince first built a palace, 
properly so called, in the precincts of this renowned seat of sanctity. 
The abbey, endowed by successive sovereigns and many powerful no- 
bles with munificent gifts of lands and tithes, came, in process of time, 
to be one of the most important o!f the ecclesiastical corporations of 
Scotland; and as early as the days of Bobert Brace, parliaments 
were held occasionally within its buildings. We have evidence that 
James IV. had a royal lodging adjoining to the cloister; but it is gen- 
erally agreed that the first considerable edifice for the accommodation 
of the royal family erected hete was that of James V., anno 1626, great 
part of which still remains, and forms the north-western side of the 
existing palace. The more modem buildings which complete the 
quadrangle were erocted by King Charles n. The name of the old 
conventual church was used as the parish church of the Canongate 
from the period of l^e Beformation, until James 11. claimed it for his 
chapel royal, and had it fitted up accordingly in a style of splendour 
which grievously outraged the feelings of his Prosbyterian subjects. 
The roof of this fragment of a once magnificent churoh fell in in the year 
1768, and it has remained ever since in a state of desolation. — For 
fuller particulars, see the Provincial Antiqtdtiea of Sc^Uandj or the Sit- 
iory of Holyrood^ by Mr. Charles Magkie. 

The greater part of this ancient palace is now again occupied by his 
Majesty Charles the Tenth of France, and the rest of that illustrious 
family, which, in former ages so closely connected by marriage and 
alliance with the House of Stewart, seems to have been destined to 
nm a similar career of misfortane. EegmetcarU in pace ! 
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known as being a place of refuge at any time from all 
pursuit for civil debt 

Dire was the strife betwixt my quondam doer and my- 
self ; during which my motions were circumscribed, like 
those of some conjured demon, within a circle, which, 
"beginning at the northern gate of the King's Park, 
thence running northways, is bounded on the left by the 
^i^g's garden wall, and the gutter, or kennel, in a line 
wherewith it crosses the High Street to the Water-gate, 
and passing through the sewer, is bounded by the walls 
of the Tennis-court and Physic-garden, &c. It then fol- 
lows the wall of the churchyard, joins the northwest waU 
of St. Ann's Yards, and going cast to the clack mill- 
house, turns southward to the turnstile in the King's Park- 
wall, and includes the whole King's Park within the 
Sanctuary." 

These limits, which I abridge from the accurate Mait- 
land, once marked the Girth, or Asylum, belonging to the 
Abbey of Holyrood, and which, being still an appendage 
to the royal palace, has retained the privilege of an asy- 
lum for civil debt One would think the space suflSciently 
extensive for a man to stretch his limbs in, as, besides a 
reasonable proportion of level ground, (considering that 
the scene lies in Scotland,) it includes within its precincts 
the mountain of Arthur's Seat, and the rocks and pasture 
land called Salisbury Crags. But yet it is inexpressible 
how, after a certain time had elapsed, I used to long for 
Sunday, which permitted me to extend my walk without 
limitation. During the other six days of the week I felt 
a sickness of heart, which, but for the speedy approach of 
the hebdomadal day of liberty, I could hardly have en- 
dured. I experienced the impatience of a mastiff, who 
tugs in vain to extend the limits which his chain permits. 
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Day after day I walked by the side of the kennel which 
divides the Sanctuary from the unprivileged part of the 
Canongate ; • and though the month was July, and the 
scene the old town of Edinburgh, I preferred it to the 
fresh air and verdant turf which I might have enjoyed in 
the King's Park, or to the cool and solenoin gloom of the 
portico which surrounds the palace. To an indifferent 
person either side of the gutter would have seemed much 
the same — the houses equally mean, the children ad rag- 
ged and dirty, the carmen as brutal, the whole forming 
the same picture of low life in- a deserted and impover- 
ished quarter of a large city. But to me, the gutter, or 
kennel, was what the brook Kedron was to Shimei ; death 
was denounced against him should he cross it, doubtless 
because it was known to his wisdom who pronounced the 
doom, that from the time the crossing the stream was 
debarred, the devoted man's desire to transgress the pre- 
cept would become irresistible, and he would be sure to 
draw down on his head the penalty which he had already 
justly incurred by cursing the anointed of God. For my 
part, all Elysium seemed opening on the other side of the 
kennel, and I envied the little blackguards, who, stopping 
the current with their little dam-dikes of mud, had a right 
to stand on either side of the nasty puddle which best 
pleased them. I was so childish as even to make an oc- 
casional excursion across, were it only for a few yards, 
and felt the triumph of a school-boy, who, trespassing 
in an orchard, hurries back again with a fluttering sensa- 
tion of joy and terror, betwixt the pleasure of having 
executed his purpose, and the fear of being taken or dis- 
covered. 

I have sometimes asked myself, what I should have 
done in case of actual imprisonment, since I could not 
VOL. XXX vni. 12 
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bear without impatience a restriction which is compara- 
tively a mere trifle; but I really could never answer the 
question to my own satisfaction. I have all my life hated 
those treacherous expedients called mezzo-termini, and it 
is possible with this disposition I might have endured 
more patiently an absolute privation of liberty, than the 
more modified restrictions to which my residence in the 
Sanctuary at this period subjected me. K, however, the 
feelings I then experienced were to increase in intensity 
according to the difference between a jail and my actual 
condition, I must have hanged myself, or pined to death ; 
there could have been no other alternative. 

Amongst many companions who forgot and neglected 
me of course, when my difficulties seemed to be inextri- 
cable, I had one true friend ; and that friend was a bar- 
rister, who knew the laws of his country well, and tracing 
them up to the spirit of equity and justice in which they 
originate, had repeatedly prevented, by his benevolent and 
manly exertions, the triumphs of selfish cunning over 
simplicity and folly. He undertook my cause, with the 
assistfuice of a solicitor of a character similar to his own. 
My quondam doer had ensconced himself cbin^deep 
among legal trenches, horn works and covered ways ; but 
my two protectors shelled him out of his defences, and I 
was at length a free man, at liberty to go or stay where^- 
soever my mind listed. 

I \%h my lodgings as hastily as if it had been a pest- 
house ; I did not even stop to receive some change that 
was due to me on settling with my landlady, and I saw 
the poor woman stand at her door looking after my pre- 
cipitate flight, and shaking her head as she wrapped the 
silver which she was counting for me in a separate piece 
of paper, apart from the store in her own moleskin purse. 
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An honest BUghland woman was Janet MacEvoj, and 
deserved a greater remuneration, had I possessed the 
power of bestowing it But mj eagerness of delight 
was too extreme to pause for explanation with Janet. 
On I pushed through the groups of children, of whose 
sports I had been so <^en a lazj lounging spectator. I 
sprung over the gutter as if it had been the fatal Styx, 
and I a ghost, which, eluding Pluto's authority, was mak- 
ing its escape from Limbo lake. My friend had difficulty 
to restrain me from running like a madman up the street ; 
and in spite of his kindness and hospitality, which soothed 
me for a day or two, I was not quite happy until I found 
myself aboard of a Leith smack, and, standing down the 
Frith with a fair wind, might snap my fingers at the re- 
treating outline of Arthur's Seat^ to the vicinity of which 
I had been so long confined. 

It is not my purpose to trace my future progress 
through life. I had extricated myself, or rather had 
been freed by my friends, from the brambles and thickets 
of the law, but, as befell the sheep in the fable, a great 
part of my fleece was left behind me. Something re- 
mained, however ; I was in the season for exertion, and, 
as my good mother used to say, there was always life for 
living folk. Stem necessity gave my manhood that pru- 
dence which my youth was a stranger to. I faced dan- 
ger, I endured fatigue, I sought foreign climates, and 
pjroved that I belonged to the nation which is prover- 
bially patient of labour and prodigal of life. Indepen- 
dence, like liberty to Virgil's shepherd, came late, but 
eaxne at last, with no great affluence in its train, but 
bringing enough to support a decent appearance for the 
lest of my life, and to induce cousins to be civil, and gos- 
sips to say, " I wonder who old Croft will make his heir ? 
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he must have picked up something, and I should not be 
surprised if it prove more than folk think of." 

My first impulse when I returned home was to rush to 
the house of my benefactor, the only man who had in my 
distress interested himself in my behalf. He was a 
snufi-taker, and it had been the pride of my heart to save 
the ipsa corpora of the first score of guineas I could 
hoard, and to have them converted into as tasteful a 
8nufi*-box as Rundell and Bridge could devise. This I 
had thnist for security into the breast of my waistcoat, 
while, impatient to transfer it to the person for whom it 
was destined, I hastened to his house in Brown's Square. 
^When the front of the house became visible, a feeling of 
alarm checked me. I had been long absent &om Scot- 
land, my fnend was some years older than I ; he might 
have been called to the congregation of the just. I 
paused, and gazed on the house, as if I had hoped to 
form some conjecture from the outward appearance con- 
cerning the state of the family within. I know not how 
it was, but the lower windows being all closed and no one 
stirring, my sinister forebodings were rather strengthened. 
I regretted now that I had not made inquiry before I left 
the inn where I alighted from the mail-coach. But it 
was too late ; so I hurried on, eager to know the best or 
the worst which I could learn. 

The brass-plate bearing my friend's name and designa- 
tion was still on the door, and when it was opened, the 
old domestic appeared a good deal older, I thought, than 
he ought naturally to have looked, considering the period 
of my absence. " Is Mr. Sommerville at home ? " said 
I, pressing forward. 

<< Yes, sir," said John, placing himself in opposition to 
my entrance, <' he is at home, but " 
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" But he is not in,'* said L "I remember your phrase 
of old, John. Come, I will step into his room, and leave 
a line for him." 

John was obviously embarrassed by my familiarity. 1 
was some one, he saw, whom he ought to recollect, at the 
same time it was evident lie remembered nothing about 
me. 

''Ay, sir, my master is in, and in his own room, 
but" 

I would not hear him out, but passed before him, 
towards the well-known apartment A young lady came 
out of the room a little disturbed, as it seemed, and said, 
"John, what is the matter?" 

'' A gentleman, Miss Nelly, that insists on seeing my 
master." 

"A very old and deeply indebted friend," said I, " that 
ventures to press myself on my much-respected benefac- 
tor on my return from abroad." 

"Alas, sir," replied she, " my unde would be happy to 
see you, but " 

At this moment, something was heard within the apart- 
ment like the falling of a plate, or glass, and immediately 
afler my friend's voice called angrily and eagerly for his 
niece. She entered the room hastily, and so did I. But 
it was to see a spectacle, compared with which that of 
my benefactor stretched on his bier would have been a 
happy one. 

The easy-chair filled with cushions, the extended limbs 
swathed in flannel, the wide wrapping-gown and night- 
cap, showed illness ; but the dimmed eye, once so replete 
with living fire, the blabber lip, whose dilatidn and com- 
pression used to give such character to his animated coun- 
tenance, — ^the stammering tongue, that once poured forth 
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such floods of masculine eloquence, and had often swayed 
the opinion of the sages whom he addressed^^all these 
sad symptoms evinced that my friend was in the melan- 
choly condition of those, in whom the principle of animal 
life has unfortunately survived that of mental intelligence. 
He gazed a moment at me, but then seemed insensible of 
my presence, and went on — he, once the most courteous 
and well-bred I — to babble unintelligible but violent re- 
proaches against his niece and servant, because he himself 
had dropped a teacup in attempting to place it on a table 
at his elbow. His eyes caught a momentary fire from his 
irritation ; but he struggled in vain for words to express 
himself adequately, as, looking from his servant to his 
niece, and then to the table, he laboured to explain that 
they had placed it (though it touched his chair) at too 
great a distance from him. 

The young person, who had naturally a resigned Ma- 
donna-like expression of countenance, listened to his im- 
patient chiding with the most humble submission, checked 
the servant, whose less delicate feelings would have en- 
tered on his justification, and gradually, by the sweet and 
soft tone of her voice, soothed to rest the spirit of cause- 
less irritation. 

She then cast a look towards me, which expressed, 
" You see all that remains of him whom you call friend." 
It seemed also to say, '^ Your longer presence here can 
only be distressing to us all." 

," Forgive me, young lady," I said^ as well as tears 
would permit ; ** I am a person deeply obliged to your 
ancle. My name is Crof\angry." 

'' Lprd I and that I should not hae minded ye, Maister 
Croflangry," said the servant. **Ay, I mind my master 
had muckle &sh about your job. I hae heard him order 
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in fresh candles as midnight chappit, and till't again. In- 
deed, ye had aye his gude word, Mr. Croftangry, for a' 
that folks said about you." 

'' Hold your tongue, John," said the lady, somewhat 
angrily ; and then continued, addressing herself to me, " I 
am suxe^ sir, you must be sorry to see my uncle in this 
state. I know you are his friend. I have heard him 
mention your name, and wonder he never heard from 
you." A new cut this, and it went to my heart. But 
she continued, " I really do not know if it is right that 
any should— If my uncle should know you, which I 
scarce think possible, he would be much affected, and the 

doctor says that any agitation But here comes Dr. 

to give his own opinion." 

Dr. entered. I had lefl him a middle-aged man ; 

he was now an elderly one ; but still the same benevolent 
Samaritan, who went about doing good, and thought the 
blessings of the poor as good a recompense of his profes- 
sional skill as the gold of the rich. 

He looked at me with surprise, but the young lady said 
a word of introduction, and I, who was known to the doc- 
tor formerly, hastened to complete it. He recollected me 
perfectly, and intimated that he was well acquainted with 
the reasons I had for being deeply interested in the fate of 
his patient. He gave me a very melancholy account of my 
poor friend, drawing me for that purpose a little apart 
from the lady. " The light of life," he said, " was trem« 
bling in the socket ; he scarcely expected it would ever 
leap up even into a momentary flash, but more was im- 
possible." Hq then stepped towards his patient, and put 
some questions, to which the poor invalid, though hei 
seemed to recognise the friendly and familiar voice, an- 
swered only in a faltering and uncertain manner. 
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The young lady, in her turn, had drawn bAck when the 
doctor approached his patient " You see how it is with 
him," said the doctor, addressing me ; "I have heard our 
poor friend in one of the most eloquent of his pleadings, 
give a description of this very disease, which he com- 
pared to the tortures inflicted by Mezentius, when he 
chained the dead to the living. The soul, he said, is 
imprisoned in its dungeon of Hesh, and though retaining 
its natural and unalienable properties, can no more exert 
them than the captive enclosed within a prison-house can 
act as a free agent. Alas ! to see kim^ who could so well 
describe what this malady was in others, a prey himself 
to its infirmities ! I shall never forget the solemn tone of 
expression with which he summed up the incapacities of 
the paralytic, — the deafened ear, the dimmed eye, the 
crippled limbs, — ^in the noble words of Juvenal — 

* omni 

Membrorum damno major, dementia, quss nee 
Nomina servomm, nee voltum agnoscit amici/ ** 

As the physician repeated these lines, a flash of intelli-^ 
gence seemed to revive in the invalid's eye — sunk again 
— again struggled, and he spoke more intelligibly than 
before, and in the tone of one eager to say something 
which he felt would escape him unless said instantly. "A 
question of deathbed, a question of deathbed, doctor — a 
reduction ex capite lecti — Withering against Wilibus — 
about the morhus sonticus. I pleaded the cause for the 
pursuer — I, and — ^and — Why, I shall forget my own 
name — ^I, and — he that was the wittiest and the best- 
humoured man living " 

The description enabled the doctor to fill up the blank, 
and the patient joyfully repeated the name suggested. 
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"Ay, ay," he said, "just he — Harry — ^poor Harry " 



The light in his eye died away, and he sunk back in his 
easy-chair. 

" You have now seen more of our poor friend, Mr. 
Croftangry," said the physician, " than I dared venture to 
promise yon ; and now I must take my professional au- 
thority on me, and ask you to retire. Miss Sommerville 
will, I am sure, let you know if a moment should by any 
chance occur when her uncle can see you." 

What could I do ? I gave my card to the young lady, 
and, taking my offering from my bosom — ^*' If my poor 
friend," I said, with accents as broken almost as his own, 
^ should ask where this came from, name me ; and say 
from the most obliged and most grateful man alive. Say, 
the gold of which it is composed was saved by grains at 
a time, and was hoarded with as much avarice as ever 
was a miser's : — ^to bring St here I have come a thousand 
miles, and now, alas, I find him thus ! " 

I laid the box on the table, and was retiring with a 
lingering step. The eye of the invalid was caught by it, 
as that of a child by a glittering toy, and with infantine 
impatience he faltered out inquiries of his niece. With 
gentle mildness she repeated again and again who I was, 
and why I came, &c. I was about to turn, and hasten 
from a scene so painful, when the physician laid his hand 
on my sleeve — ^ Stop," he said, " there is a change." 

There was indeed, and a marked one. A faint glow 
spread over his pallid features — they seemed to gain the 
look of intelligence which belongs to vitality — his eyes 
once more kindled — ^bis lip coloured — and drawing him- 
self up out of the listless posture he had hitherto main- 
tained, he rose without assistance. The doctor and the 
servant ran to give him their support. He waved them 
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aside, and they were contented to place themselves in 
such a position behind as might ensure against aoddenti 
should his newly-acquired strength decay as suddenly as 
it had revived. 

^' My dear Croftangry/' he said, in the tone of kindness 
of other days, ^ I am glad to see you returned — You find 

me but pooiiy — but my little niece here and Dr. are 

very kind — God bless you, my dear friend ! we shall not 
meet again till we meet in a better world." 

I pressed his extended hand to my lips — ^I pressed it to 
my bosom — ^I would fain have flung myself on my knees; 
but the doctor, leaving the patient to the young lady and 
the servant, who wheeled forward his chair, and were 
replacing him in it, hurried me out of the room. "^ My 
dear sir," he said, ^ you ought to be satisfied ; you have 
seen our poor invalid more like his former self than he 
has been for months, or than he may be perhaps again 
until all is over. The whole Faculty could not have as- 
sured such an interval — I must see whether any thing can 
be derived from it to improve the general health — Pray, 
begone." The last ailment hurried me from the spot^ 
agitated by a crowd of feelings, all of them painful. 

When I had overcome the shock of this great disf^ 
pointment, I renewed gradually my acquaintance with 
one or two old companions, who, though of infinitely less 
interest to my feelings than my unfortunate ^end, served 
to relieve the pressure of actual solitude, and who were 
not perhaps the less open to my advances, that I was a 
bachelor somewhat stricken in years, newly arrived from 
foreign parts, and certainly independent, if not wealthy. 

I was considered as a tolerable subject of speculatimi 
by some, and I could not be burdensome to any ; I was 
therefore, according to the ordinary rule of Edinburgh 
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hospitality, a welcome guest in several respectable fami- 
lies ; but I found no one who could replace the loss I had 
sustained in mj best friend and benefactor. I wanted 
something more than mere companionship could give me, 
and where was I to look for it? — ^among the scattered 
renmants of those that had been my gay friends of yore ? 
— ^alasl 

Manj a lAd I lored wbs dead, 

And many a lass grown old. 

Besides, all community of ties between us had ceased to 
exist, and such of former friends as were still in the 
world, held their life in a different tenor from what I did. 
Some had become misers, and were as eager in saving 
sixpence as ever they had been in spending a guinea. 
Some had turned agriculturists — ^their talk was of oxen, 
and they were only fit companions for graziers. Some 
stuck to cards, and though no longer deep gamblers, 
rather played small game than sat out This I particu- 
larly despised. The strong impulse of gaming, alas ! I 
had felt in my time — ^it is as intense as it is criminal ; but 
it produces excitation and interest, and I can conceive 
how it should become a passion with strong and powerful 
minds. But to dribble away life in exchanging bits of 
painted pasteboard round a green table, for the piddling 
concern of a few shillings, can only be excused in folly 
or superannuation. It is like riding on a rocking-horse, 
where your utmost exertion never carries you a foot for- 
ward ; it is a kind of mental tread-mill, where you are 
perpetually climbing, but can never rise an inch. From 
these hints, my readers will perceive I am incapacitated 
for one of the pleasures of old age, which, though not men- 
tioned by Cicero, is not the least frequent resource in the 
present day, — the club room, and the snug hand at whist. 
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To return to my old companions : Some frequented 
public assemblies, like the ghost of Beau Nash, or any 
other beau of half a century back, thrust aside by titter- 
ing youth, and pitied by those of their own age. In fine, 
some went into devotion, as the French term it, and 
others, I fear, went to the devil ; a few found resources 
in science and letters ; one or two turned philosophers in 
a small way, peeped into microscopes, and became famil- 
iar with the fashionable experiments of the day. Some 
took to reading, and I was one of them. 

Some grains of repulsion towards the society around 
me — some painful recollections of early faults and follies 
— some touch of displeasure with living mankind, inclined 
me rather to a study of antiquities, and particularly those 
of my own country. The reader, if I can prevail on my- 
self to continue the present work, will probably be able 
to judge, in the course of it, whether I have made any 
useful progress in the study of the olden times. 

I owed this turn of study, in part, to the conversation 
of my kind man of business, Mr. Fairscribe, whom I 
mentioned as having seconded the efifortd of my invalu- 
able friend, -in bringing the cause on which my liberty 
and the remnant of my property depended, to a favour- 
able decision. He had given me a most kind reception 
on my return. He was too much engaged in his profes- 
sion for me to intrude on him often, and perhaps his mind 
was too much trammelled with its details to permit his 
being willingly withdrawn from them. In short, he was 
not a person of my poor friend Sommerville's expanded 
spirit, and rather a lawyer of the ordinary class of for- 
malists ; but a most able and excellent man. When my 
estate was sold, he retained some of the older title-deeds, 
arguing, from his own feelings, that they would be of, 
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more consequence to the heir of the old familj than to 
the new purchaser. And when I returned to Edinburgh, 
and found him still in the exercise of the profession to 
which he was an honour, he sent to my lodgings the old 
familj-bible, which laj always on mj father^s table, two 
or three other mouldy volumes, and a couple of sheep- 
skin bags, full of parchments and papers whose appear- 
ance was by no means inviting. 

The next time I shared. Mr. Fairscribe's hospitable 
dinner, I failed not to return him due thanks for his 
kindness, which acknowledgment, indeed, I proportioned 
rather to the idea which I knew he entertained of the 
value of such things, than to the 'interest with which I 
myself regarded them. But the conversation turning on 
my family, who were old proprietors in the Upper Ward 
of Clydesdale, gradually excited some interest in my mind ; 
and when I retired to my solitary parlour, the first thing 
I did was to look for a pedigree, or a sort of history of 
the family, or House of Croftangry, once of that Hk, lat- 
terly of Glentanner. The discoveries which I made 
Bhall enrich the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER IL 

m WHICH MB. CBOFTANGRT C0NTINUB8 HIS STOBT. 

*^ What^a property, dear Swift? I see it alter 
from yon to mei fkom me to Peter Walter.*' 

Pops. 

" Croftangrt — Croftandrew — Croftanridge — Cn/ft- 
andgrey — ^for sa mony wise hath the name been spellit — 
is weel known to be ane house of grit antiquity ; and it 
is said, that King Milcolumb, or Malcolm, being the first 
of our Scottish princes quha removit a<n*oss the Firth of 
Forth, did reside and occupy ane palace at Fdinburgfa, 
and had there ane valziant man, who did him man-service, 
by keeping the crofl, or command, which was tilled fin* 
the convenience of the King's household, and was thence 
callit Croft-an-ri, that is to say, the Ejng his croft ; quhilk 
place, though now coverit with biggings, is to this day 
called Croftangry, and lyeth near to the royal palace. 
And whereas that some of those who bear this auld and 
honourable name may take scorn that it ariseth from the 
tilling of the ground, quhilk men account a slavish occu- 
pation, yet we ought to honour the pleugh and spade, 
seeing we all derive our being from our father Adam, 
whose lot it became to cultivate the earth, in respect of 
his fall and transgression. 
''Also we have witness, as weel in holy writt as in 
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profane history, of the honour in quhilk husbandrie was 
held of old, and how prophets have been taken from the 
pleugh, and great captains raised up to defend their ain 
countries, sic as Cincinnatas^ and the like, who fought not 
the common enemy with the less valiancy that their arms 
had been exercised in balding the stilts of the pleugh, 
and their bellicose skill in driving of yauds and owsen. 

*^ Likewise there are sindry honourable families, quhilk 
are now of our native Scottish nobility, and have clombe . 
higher up the brae of preferment than what this house of 
Croftangry hath done, quhilk shame not to carry in their 
warlike shield and insignia of dignity, the tools and im- 
plements the quhilk their first forefathers exercised in 
labouring the crofi-rig, or, as the poet Yirgilius calleth it 
eloquently, in subduing the soil. And no doubt this an- 
cient house of Croftangry, while it continued to be called 
of that nk, produced many worshipful and famous pat- 
riots, of quhom I now praetermit the names ; it being my 
purpose if God shall spare me life for sic an pious offi- 
cium, or duty, to resume the first part of my narrative 
touching the house of Croftangry, when I can set down 
at length the evidents, and historical witness anent the 
facts which I shall allege, seeing that words, when they 
are unsupported by proofs, are like seed sown on the 
naked rocks, or like an house biggit on the flitting and 
faithless sands." 

Here I stopped to draw breath ; for the style of my 
gi^andsire, the inditer of this goodly matter, was rather 
lengthy, as our American friends say. Indeed, I reserve 
the rest of the piece until I can obtain admission to the 
Bannatyne Club,* when I propose to throw off an edition, 

* This Cliib, of ^iefa th« Anthor of Wsverley has the honour to 
be President, was instituted in February 1628, for the pitrpose of 
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limited according to the rales of that eradite Society, with 
a fac-simile of the manuscript, emblazonry of the family 
arms, surrounded by their quartering, and a handsome 
disclamation of family pride, with H(bc nos novimus esse 
nihil, or Vix ea nostra voco. 

In the meantime, to speak truth, I cannot but suspect, 
that though my worthy ancestor puffed vigorously to 
swell up the dignity of his family, we had never, in &ct, 
risen above the rank of middling proprietors. The estate 
of Glentanner came to us by the intermarriage of my 
ancestor with Tib Sommeril, termed by the Southrons 
SonmierviUe,* a daughter of that noble house, but I fear 
on what my great-grandsire calls " the wrong side of the 
blanket." Her husband, Gilbert, was killed fighting, as 
the Inquisitio post mortem has it " sub vexiUo regis, apud 
prcdium juxta Branxton, lie Fhddenjield" 

We had our share in other national misfortunes — were 
forfeited, like Sir John ColviUe of the Dale, for following 
our betters to the field of Langside ; and, in the conten- 
tious times of the last Stewarts, we were severely fined 
for harbouring and resetting intercommuned ministers; 
and narrowly escaped giving a martyr to the Calendar 
of the Covenant, in the person of the father of pur fam- 
ily historian. He " took the sheaf from the mare," how- 
ever, as the MS. expresses it, and agreed to accept of the 

printing and publishing works illastratiye of^the history, literature, 
and antiquities of Scotland. It continues to prosper, and has al- 
ready rescued from oblivion many curious materials of Scottish His- 
tory. 

^ The ancient Norman family of the Sommervilles came into this 
island with William the Conqueror, and established one branch in 
Gloucestershire, another in Scotland. After the lapse of 700 years, the 
remaining possessions of these two branches were united in the person 
of the late Lord SommervUle, on the death of his English kinsman, 
the weU-known author of " The Chase.** 
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terms of pardon offered by goyemment, and sign the 
bond, in evidence he would give no farther ground of of- 
fence. Mj grandsire glosses over his father's backsliding 
as smoothlj as he can, and comforts himself with ascrib- 
ing his want of resolution to his unwillingness to wreck 
the ancient name and family, and to permit his lands and 
lineage to fall under a doom of forfeiture. 

" And indeed," said the venerable compiler, "as, praised 
be Grod, we seldom meet in Scotland with these belly- 
gods and voluptuaries, whilk are unnatural enough to de- 
vour their patrimony bequeathed to them by their for- 
bears in chambering and wantonness, so that they come, 
with the prodigal son, to the husks and the swine-trough ; 
and as I have the less to dreid the existence of such un- 
natural Neroes in mine own family to devour the sub- 
stance of their own h6use like brute beasts out of mere 
gluttonie and Epicurishnesse, so I need only warn mine 
descendants against over hastily meddling with the muta- 
tions in state and in religion, which have been near-hand 
to the bringing this poor house of Croftangry to perdi- 
tion, as we have shown more than once. And albeit I 
would not that my successors sat still altogether when 
called on by their duty to Kirk and King ; yet I would 
have, them wait till stronger and wealthier men than 
themselves were up, so that either they may have the 
better chance of getting through the day ; or, failing of 
that, the conquering party having some fatter quarry to 
live upon, may like gorged hawks spare the smaller 
game." • 

There was something in this conclusion which at first 

reading piqued me extremely, apd T was so unnatural as 

to curse the whole concern, as poor, bald, pitiful trash, in 

which a silly old man was saying a great deal about noth- 

voL. xxxvin. 18 
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ing at all. Naj, my first impression was to thrust it into 
the fire, the rather that it reminded me, in no very flat- 
tering manner, of the loss of the family property, to 
which the compiler of the history was so much attached, 
in the very manner which he most severely reprobated. 
It even seemed to my aggrieved feelings, that his unpres- 
cient gaze on futurity, in which he could not anticipate the 
folly of one of his descendants, who should throw away 
the whole inheritance in a few years of idle expense and 
folly, was meant as a personal incivility to myself, though 
written fifty or sixty years before I was bom. 

A little reflection made me ashamed of this feeling of 
impatience, and as I looked at the even, concise, yet trem- 
ulous hand in which the manuscript was written, I could 
not help thinking, according to an opinion I have heard 
seriously maintained, that something of a man's character 
may be conjectured from his handwriting. That neat, 
but crowded and constrained small hand, argued a man 
of a good conscience, well-regulated passions, and, to use 
his own phrase, an upright walk in life ; but it also in- 
dicated narrowness of spirit, inveterate prejudice, and 
hinted at some degree of intolerance, which, though not 
natural to the disposition, had arisen out of a limited edu- 
cation. The passages from Scripture and the classics, 
rather profusely than happily introduced, and written in 
a half-text character to mark their importance, illustrated 
that peculiar sort of pedantry, which always considered 
the argument as gained, if secured by a quotation. Then 
the flourished capital letters, which ornamented the com- 
mencement of each paragraph, and ,the name of his family 
and of his ancestors, whenever these occurred in the page, 
do they not express forcibly the pride and sense of im- 
portance with which the author undertook and accom- 
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plished his task ? I persuaded myself, the whole was so 
complete a portrait of the man, that it would not have 
been a more undutiful act to have defaced his picture, or 
even to have disturbed his bones in his coffin, than to 
destroy his manuscript I thought, for a moment, o^re- 
senting it to Mr. Fairscribe ; but that confounded passage 
about the prodigal and swine-trough — ^I settled at last it 
was as well to lock it up in my own bureau, with the in- 
tention to look at it no more. 

But I do not know how it was, that the subject began 
to sit nearer my heart than I was aware of, and I found 
myself repeatedly engaged in reading descriptions of 
farms which were no longer mine, and boundaries which 
marked the property of others. A love of the natale 
solum, if Swift be right in translating these words, " family 
estate," began to awaken in my bosom ; the recollections 
of my own youth adding little to it, save what was con- 
nected with field-sports. A career of pleasure is unfa- 
vourable for acquiring a taste for natural beauty, and still 
more so for forming associations, of a sentimental kind, 
connecting us with the inanimate objects around us. 

I had thought little about my estate, while I possessed 
and was wasting it, unless as affording the rude materials 
out of which a certain inferior race of creatures, called 
tenants, were bound to produce (in a greater quantity 
than they actually did) a certain return called rent, which 
was destined to supply my expenses. This was my 
general view of the matter. Of particular places, I 
recollected that Garval-hill was a famous piece of rough 
upland pasture, for rearing young colts, and teaching them 
to throw their feet, — that Minion-bum had the finest yel- 
low trout in the country, — that Seggycleugh was une- 
qualled for woodcocks, — that Bengibbert-moors afforded 
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excellent moorfowl-sbooling, and that the clear babbling 
fountain called the Harpei^s WeB, was the best recipe in 
the world on the morning after a Hard-go with mj neigh- 
bour fox-hunters. Still these ideas recalled, by degrees, 
picttires, of which I had since learned to appreciate the 
merit — scenes of silent loneliness, where extensive moors, 
undulating into wild hills, were only disturbed by the 
whistle of the plover, or the crow of the heath-cock ; wild 
ravines creeping up into mountains, filled with natural 
wood, and which, when traced downwards along the path 
formed by shepherds and nutters, were found gradually 
to enlarge and deepen, as each formed a channel to its 
own brook, sometimes bordered by steep banks of earth, 
often with the more romantic boundary of naked rocks or 
clifis, crested with oak, mountain-ash, and hazel, — all 
gratifying the eye the more that the scenery was, 
from the bare nature of the country around, totally 
unexpected. 

I had recollections, too, of fair and fertile holms, or level 
plains, extending between the wooded banks and the bold 
stream of the Clyde, which, coloured like pure amber, or 
rather having the hue of the pebbles called Cairngorm, 
rushes over sheets of rock and beds of gravel, inspiring 
a species of awe from the few and faithless fords which it 
presents, and the frequency of fatal accidents, now dimin- 
ished by the number of bridges. These alluvial holms 
were frequently bordered by triple and quadruple rows 
of large trees, which gracefully marked their boundary, 
and dipped their long arms into the foaming stream of the 
river. Other places I remembered, which had been de- 
scribed by the old huntsman as the lodge of tremendo\is 
wild-cats, or the spot where tradition stated the mighty 
stag to have been brought to bay, or where heroes, whose 
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might was now as much forgotten, were said to have bees 
slain bj surprise, or in battle. 

It is not to be supposed that these finished landscapes 
became yisible before the eyes of my imagination, as the 
scenery of the stage is disclosed by the rising of the 
curtain. I have said, that I had looked upon the country 
around me, during the hurried and dissipated period of 
my life, with the eyes indeed of my body, but without 
those of my understanding. It was piece by piece, as a 
child picks out its lesson, that I began to recollect the 
beauties of nature which had once surrounded me in the 
home of my forefathers. A natural taste for them must 
have lurked at the bottom of m^ heart, which awakened 
when I was in foreign countries, and becoming by degrees 
a favourite passion, gradually turned its eyes inwards, and 
ransacked the neglected stores which my memory had in- 
voluntarily recorded, and when excited, exerted herself 
to collect and to complete. 

I began now to regret more bitterly than ever the hav- 
ing fooled away my family property, the care and im- 
provement of which, I saw, might have afforded an agree- 
able employment for my leisure, which only went to 
brood on past misfortunes, and increase useless repining. 
" Had but a single farm been reserved, however small," 
said I, one day to Mr. Fairscribe, ^^ I should have had a 
place I could call my home, and something that I could 
call business." 

" It might have been managed," answered Fairscribe ; 
•* and for my part I inclined to keep the mansion-house, 
mains, and some of the old family acres together ; but 

both Mr. and you were of opinion that the money 

would be more useful." 

"True, true, my good friend," said I, "I was a fool 
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then, and did not think I could incline to be Glentanner 
with £200 or £300 a-year, instead of Glentanner with as 
many thousands. I was then a haughty, pettish, ignorant, 
dissipated, broken-down Scottish laird ; and thinking my 
imaginary consequence altogether ruined, I cared not how 
soon, or how absolutely, I was rid of every thing that 
recalled it to my own memory, or that of others/' 

"And now it is like you have changed your mind?" 
said Fairscribe. " Well, fortune is apt to circumduce the 
term upon us ; but I think she may allow you to revise 
your condescendence." 

" How do you mean, my good friend ? " 

" Nay," said Fairscribe, " there is ill luck in averring 
till one is sure of his facts. I will look back on a file of 
newspapers, and to-morrow you shall hear from me; 
come, help yourself — ^I have seen you fill your glass 
higher." 

"And shall see it again," said I, pouring out what re- 
mained of our bottle of claret ; " the wine is capital, and 
80 shall our toast be — To your fireside, my good friend. 
And now we shall go beg a Scots song without foreign 
graces, from my little siren Miss Katie." 

The next day accordingly I received a parcel from Mr. 
Fairscribe with a newspaper enclosed, among the adver- 
tisements of which, one was marked with a cross as re- 
quiring my attention. I read to my surprise — 

"desirable estate for sale. 

" By order of the Lords of Council and Session, will 
be exposed to sale in the New Sessions House of Edin- 
burgh, on Wednesday, the 25th November 18 — , all and 
whole the lands and barony of Glentanner, now called 
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Castle-Treddles, lying in the Middle Ward of Clydesdale, 
and shire of Lanark, with the teinds, parsonage and 
vicarage, fishings in the Clyde, woods, mdsses, moors, and 
pasturages," &c. &c. 

The advertisement went on to set forth the advantages 
of the soil, situation, natural beauties and capabilities of 
improvement, not forgotting its being a freehold estate, 
with the particular polypus capacity of being sliced up into 
two, three, or, with a little assistance, four freehold qualifi- 
cations, and a hint that the county was likely to be eagerly 
contested between two great families. The upset price 
at which " the said lands and barony and others " were 
to be exposed, was thirty years' p\jrchase of the proven 
rental, which was about a fourth more than the property 
had fetched at the last sale. This, which was mentioned, 
I suppose, to show the improvable character of the land, 
would have given another some pain ; but let me speak 
truth of myself in good as in evil — ^it pained not me. I 
was only angry that Fairscribe, who knew something 
generally of the extent of my funds, should have tanta- 
lized me by sending me information that my family prop- 
erty was in the market, since he must have known that 
the price was far out of my reach. 

But a letter dropped from the parcel on the floor, 
which attracted my eye, and explained the riddle. A 
client of Mr. Fairscribe's, a moneyed man, thought of 
buying Glentanner, merely as an investment of money — 
it was even unlikely he would ever see it ; and so the 
price of the whole being some thousand pounds beyond 
what cash he had on hand, this accommodating Dives 
would gladly take a partner in the sale for any detached 
farm, and would make no objection to its including the 
most desirable part of the estate in point of beauty. 
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provided the price was made adequate. Mr. Fairscribe 
would take care I was not imposed on in the matter, and 
said in his card, he believed, if I really wished to make 
such a purchase, I had better go out and look at the 
premises, advising me, at the same time, to keep a stxict 
incognito; an advice somewhat superfluous, since I am 
naturally of a retired and reserved disposition. 
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CHAPTER in. 

KB. CBOFTANGBT, INTEB ALIA, BEYISITS GLENTAKNEB. 

Then ring of atage-coaehef, 
And fear no reproaches 

For riding in one; 
Bnt daily be ioggingt 
Whilst, whistling and flogging, 
Whilst, whistling and flogging, 

The coachman driTet on. 

Fabquhak. 

Disguised in a graj surtout which had seen servioey 
a white castor on mj head, and a stout Indian cane in my 
hand, the next week saw me on the top of a mail-coach 
driving to the westward. 

I like mail-coaches, and I hate them. I like them for 
my convenience, but I detest them for setting the whole 
world a-gadding instead of sitting quietly still minding 
their own business, and preserving the stamp of original- 
ity of character which nature or education may have im- 
pressed on them. Off they go, jingling against each 
other in the rattling vehicle till they have no more variety 
of stamp in them than so many smooth shillings — the 
same even in their Welsh wigs and great coats, each with- 
out more individuality than belongs to a partner of the 
company, as the waiter calls them, of the North coach. 

Worthy Mr. Piper, best of contractors who ever fur- 
nished four frampal jades for public use, I bless you 
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when I set out on a journey myself; the neat coaches 
under your contract render the intercourse, from Johnnie 
Groat's House to Ladykirk and Comhill Bridge, safe, 
pleasant, and cheap. But, Mr. Piper, you, who are'ii 
shrewd arithmetician, did it never occur to you to calcu- 
late how many fools' heads, which might have produced 
an idea or two in the year, if suffered to remain in quiet, 
get effectually addled by jolting to and fro in these flying 
chariots of yours ; how many decent countrymen become 
conceited bumpkins after a cattle-show dinner in the cap- 
ital, which they could not have attended save for your 
means ; how many decent country parsons return critics 
and spouters, by way of iioporting the newest taste from 
Edinburgh ? And how will your conscience answer one 
day for carrying so many bonny lasses to barter modesty 
for conceit and levity at the metropolitan Vanity Fair ? 

Consider, too, the low rate to which you reduce human 
intellect. I do not believe your habitual customers have 
their ideas more enlarged than one of your coach-horses. 
They knows the road, like the English postilion, and they 
know nothing beside. They date, like the carriers at 
Gadshill, from the death of John Ostler ; * the succession 
of guards forms a dynasty in their eyes ; coachmen are 
their ministers of state, and an upset is to them a greater 
incident than a change of administration. Their only point 
of interest on the road is to save the time, and see whether 
the coach keeps the hour. This is sui'ely a miserable 
degradation of human intellect. Take my advice, my 
good sir, and disinterestedly contrive that once or twice 
a-quarter, your most dexterous whip shall overturn a 
coachful of the superfluous travellers, in terrorem to those 

* See the opening Bcene of the first part of Shakspeare*8 Benry 

rv. 
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who, as Horace says, " delight in the dust raised by your 
chariots." 

Your current and customary mail-coach passenger, too, 
gets abominably selfish, schemes successfully for the best 
seat, the freshest egg, the right cut of the sirloin. The 
mode of travelling is death to all the courtesies and kind- 
nesses of life, and goes a great way to demoralize the 
character, and cause it to retrograde to barbarism. You 
allow us excellent dinners, but only twenty minutes to eat 
them ; and what is the consequence ? Bashful beauty sits 
on the one side of us, timid childhood on the other ; respect- 
able, yet somewhat feeble old age is placed on our front ; 
and all require those acts of politeness which ought to put 
every degree upon a level at the convivial board. But 
have we time — we the strong and active of the party — to 
perform the duties of the table to the more retired and 
bashful, to whom these little attentions are due ? The lady 
should be pressed to her chicken — the old man helped to 
his favourite and tender slice — ^the child to his tart. But 
not a fraction of a minute have we to bestow on any 
• other person than ours6lves ; and the prut-prut — tut4ut 
of the guard's discordant note, summons us to the coach, 
the weaker party having gone without their dinner, and 
the able-bodied and active threatened with indigestion, 
from having swallowed victuals like a Lei'stershire clown 
bolting bacon. 

On the memorable occasion I am speaking of I lost my 
breakfast, sheerly from obeying the commands of a re- 
spectable looking old lady, who once required me to ring 
the bell, and another time to help the tea-kettle. I have 
Bome reason to think she was literally an old Staler, who 
laughed in her sleeve at my complaisance ; so that I have 
sworn in my secret soul revenge upon her sex, and all 
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such errant damsels of whatever age and degree, whom I 
may encounter in mj travels. I mean all this without 
the least ill-will to my friend the contractor, who, I think, 
has approached as near as anj one is like to do towards 
accomplishing, the modest wish of the Amatus and Amata 
of the Peri Bathous, 

Ye gods, annihilate bnt time and space, 
And mi^e two lovers happy. 

I intend to give Mr. P. his full revenge when I come 
to discuss the more recent enormity of steam-boats ; 
meanwhile, I shall onlj say of both these modes of con- 
veyance, that 

There is no living with them or without them. 

T am perhaps more critical on the mail-coach on 

this particular occasion, that I did not meet all the respect 
fix)m the worshipful cpmpany in his Majesty's carriage 
that I think I was entitled to. I must say it for myself, 
that I bear, in my own opinion at least, not a vulgar point 
about me. My face has seen service, but there is still a. 
good set of teeth, an aquiline nose, and a quick gray eye, 
set a little too deep under the eye-brow ; and a cue of the 
kind once called military, may serve to show that my 
civil occupations have been sometimes mixed with those 
of war. Nevertheless, two idle young fellows in the ve- 
hicle, or rather on the top of it, were so much amused 
vnth the deliberation which I used in ascending to the 
same place of eminence, that I thought I should have 
been obliged to pull them up a little. And I was in no 
good-humour, at an unsuppressed laugh following my 
descent, when set down at the angle, where a cross- 
road, striking off from the main one, led me towards 
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Glentanner, from which I was still nearly five miles 
distant 

It was an old-fashioned road, which preferring ascents 
to sloughs, was led in a straight line over height and hol- 
low, through moor and dale. Every object around me, 
as I passed them in succession, reminded me of old days, 
and at the same time formed the strongest contrast with 
them possible. Unattended, on foot, with a small bun- 
dle in my hand, deemed scarce sufficient good company 
for the two shabby genteels with whom I had been lately 
perched on the top of a maO-coach, I did not seem to be 
the same person with the young prodigal who lived with 
the noblest and gayest in the land, and who, thirty years 
before, would, in the same country, have been on the 
back of a horse that had been victor for a plate, or 
smoking along in his travelling chaise-and-four. My sen- 
timents were not less changed than my condition. I could 
quite well remember, that my ruling sensation in the 
days of heady youth, was a mere schoolboy's eagerness 
to get farthest forward in the race in which I had en- 
gaged ; to drink as many bottles as ; to be thought 

as good a judge of a horse as ; to have the knowing 

cut of *s jacket. These were thy gods, O Israel ! 

Now I was a mere looker-on ; seldom an unmoved, and 
sometimes an angry spectator, but still a spectator only, 
of the pursuits of mankind. I felt how little my opinion 
was valued by those engaged in the busy turmoil, yet I 
exercised it with the profusion of an old lawyer retired 
from his profession, who thrusts himself into his neigh- 
bour's affairs, and gives advice where it is not wanted, 
merely under pretence of loving the crack of the whip. 

I came amid these reflections to the brow of a hill, 
from which I expected to see Glentanner ; a modest-look- 
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ing jet comfortable house, its walls covered with the 
most productive fruit-trees ia that part of the oountrj, 
and screened from tlie most stormy quarters of the hori- 
Eon by a deep and ancient wood which overhung the 
neighbouring hilL The house was gone; a great part 
of the wood was felled ; and instead of the gentleman- 
like mansion, shrouded and embosomed among its old he- 
reditary trees, stood Castle-Treddles, a huge lumping 
four-square pile of freestone, as bare as my nail, except 
for a paltry edging of decayed and lingering exo|ics, with 
an impoverished lawn stretched before it, which, instead 
of boasting deep green tapestry, enamelled with daisies, 
and with crowsfoot and cowslips, showed an extent of 
nakedness, raked, indeed, and levelled, but where the sown 
grasses had failed with drought, and the earth, retaining 
its natural complexion, seemed nearly as brown and bare 
as when it was newly dug up. 

The house was a large fabric, which pretended to its 
name of Castle only from the front windows being fin- 
ished in acute Grothic arches, (being by the way, the very 
reverse of the castellated style,) and each angle graced 
with a turret about the size of a pepper-box. In every 
other respect it resembled a large town-house, which, like 
a fat burgess, had taken a walk to the country on a holi- 
day, and climbed to the top of an eminence to look 
around it. The bright red colour of the freestone, the 
size of the building, the formality of its shape, and awk- 
wardness of its position, harmonized as ill with the 
sweeping Clyde in front, and the bubbling brook which 
danced down on the right, as the fat civic form, with 
bushy wig, gold-headed cane, maroon-coloured coat, and 
mottled silk stockings, would have accorded with the wild 
and magnificent scenery of Corehouse Linn. 
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I went up to the house. It was in that state of deser- 
tion which is perhaps the most unpleasant to look on, for 
the place was going to decay, without having been inhab* 
ited. There were about the mansion, though deserted, 
none of the slow mouldering touches of time, which com- 
municate to buildings, as to the human frame, a sort 
of reverence, while depriving them of beauty and of 
strength. The disconcerted schemes of the Laird of 
Castle-Treddles, had resembled fruit that becomes de- 
cayed without ever having ripened. Some windows 
broken, others patched, others blocked up with deals, 
gave a disconsolate air to all around, and seemed to say, 
" There Vanity had purposed to fix her seat, but was an- 
ticipated by Poverty." 

To the inside, afler many a vain summons, I was at 
length admitted by an old labourer. The house contained 
every contrivance for luxury and accommodation ; — the 
kitchens were a model, and there were hot closets on the 
office staircase, that the dishes might not cool, as our 
Scottish phrase goes, between the kitchen and the hall. 
But instead of the genial smell of good cheer, these tem- 
ples of Gomus emitted the damp odour of sepulchral 
vaults, and the large cabinets of cast-iron looked like 
the cages of some feudal Bastile. The eating-room and 
drawing-room, with an interior boudoir, were magnificent 
apartments, the ceilings fretted and adorned with stucco- 
work, which already was broken in many places, and 
looked in others damp and mouldering ; the wood panel- 
ling was shrunk and warped, and cracked; the doors, 
which had not been hung for more than two years, were, 
nevertheless, already swinging loose fix>m their hinges. 
Desolation, in short, was where enjoyment had never 
been ; and the want of all the usual means to preserve, 
was fast performing the work of decay. 
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The story was a oommon one, and told in a few words. 
Mr. Treddles, senior, who bought the estate, was a cau- 
tious money-making person ; his son, still embarked in 
commercial speculations, desired at the same time to en- 
joy his opulence and to increase it. He incurred great 
expenses, amongst which this edifice was to be numbered. 
To support these he speculated boldly, and unfortunately; 
and thus the whole history is told, which may serve for 
more places than Glentanner. 

Strange and various feelings ran through my bosom, as 
I loitered in these deserted apartments, scarce hearing 
what my guide said to me about the size and destination 
of each room. The first sentiment I am ashamed to say, 
was one of gratified spite. My patrician pride was 
pleased, that the mechanic, who had not thought the 
house of the Croflangrys sufficiently good for him, had 
now experienced a fall in his turn. My next thought 
was as mean, though not so malicious. ^'I have had the 
better of this fellow," thought I ; " if I lost the estate, I 
at least spent the price ; and Mr. Treddles has lost his 
among paltry commercial engagements." 

" Wretch 1 " said the secret voice within, " darest thou 
exult in thy shame ? Recollect how thy youth and for- 
tune were wasted in those years, and triumph not in the 
enjoyment of an existence which levelled thee with the 
beasts that perish. Bethink thee how this poor man's 
vanity gave at least bread to the labourer, peasant, and 
citizen ; and his profuse expenditure, like water spilt on 
the ground, refreshed the lowly herbs and plants where 
it fell. But thou I whom hast thou enrichedj during thy 
career of extravagance, save those brokers of the devil, 
vintners, panders, gamblers, and horse-jockeys?" The 
anguish produced by this self-reproof was so strong, that 
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I put mj hand suddenly to my forehead, and was obliged 
to allege a sudden megrim to my attendant, in apology 
for the action, and a slight groan with which it was ac- 
companied. 

I then made an effort to turn my thoughts into a more 
philosophical current, and muttered half aloud, as a charm 
to lull any more painful thoughts to rest — 

Ntmc ager Umbreni nib nomine^ nuper O/elU 
Dictus, erit nulHpropriua ; ted cedU tn tiram 
iVtffic ffiAi, mine aHi, Quocirca vhUefortet^ 
Fortiaque adoersit qppomte pectora reibutM 

In my anxiety to fix the philosophical precept in my mind, 
T recited the last line aloud, which, joined to my previous 
agitation, I afterwards found became the cause of a re- 
port, that a mad schoolmaster had come from Edinburgh, 
with the idea in his head of buying Castle-Treddles. 

As I saw my companion was desirous of getting rid of 
me, I asked where I was to find the person in whose 
hands were left the map of^the estate, and other particu- 
lars connected with the sale. The agent who had this in 

possession, I was told, lived at the town of ; which 

I was informed, and indeed knew well, was distant five 
miles and a bittock, which may pass in a country where 

* HoBACE, Sat. n. Lib. 2. The meaning will b« best oonveved to 
the English reader in Pope's imitation: — 

What's property, dear Swift? yon see it alter 

Trom yon to me, from me to Peter Walter; 

Or in a mortgage proTe a lawyer's share ; 

Or in a Jointure Tanish from the heir. 
• • • • 

Shades, that to Baoon oonld retreat alllnrd, 

Become the portion of a booby lord ; 

And Helmsley, onoe proud Bnckingbam's delight, 

Slides to a soriyener and city knight. 

Let lands and houses have what lords they will, 

Let us be flx'd, and our own masters still. 
VOL. XXXVIII. U 
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* 

they are less lavish of their land, for two or three more. 
Being sodiewhat afraid of the fatigue of walking so far, I 
inquired if a horse, or anj sort of a carriage was to be 
had, and was answered in the negative. 

^' But," said mj eieerone, " jou maj halt a blink till 
next morning at the Treddles Arms, a very decent hooaey 
scarce a mile off." 

" A new house, I suppose ? " replied I. 

" Na, it's a new public, but it's an auld house ; it was 
aye the Leddy's jointure-house in the Croftangry-folk's 
time ; but Mr. Treddles has fitted it up for the conven- 
ience of the country. Poc»: man, he was a public-spirited 
man, when he had the means." 

^' Duntarkin a public-house ! " I exclaimed. 

''Ay," said the fellow, surprised at my nanaing the 
place, by its former title, "ye'll hae been in this country 
before, I'm thinking ? " 

" Long since," I replied — ^^ and there is good accom- 
modation at the what-d'ye-call-'em arms, and a civil land- 
lord ? " This I said by way of saying something, for the 
man stared very hard at me. 

" Very decent accommodation. Ye'll no be for fashing 
wi' wine, I'm thinking, and there's walth o' porter, ale, 
and a drap gude whisky" — (in an under tone) — " Faim- 
tosh, if you can get on the lee-side of the gudewife — for 
there is nae gudeman — They ca' her Christie Steele." 

I almost started at the sound. Christie Steele ! Chris- 
tie Steele was my mother's body servant, her very right 
hand, and, between ourselves, something like a viceroy 
over her. I recollected her perfectly; and though she 
had, in former times, been no favourite of mine, her name 
now sounded in my ear like that of a friend, and was the 
first word I had heard somewhat in unison with the asso- 
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ciations arouod me. I sallied from Castle-Treddles, de« 
termined to make the best of my way to Duntarkin, and 
my cicerone hung by me for a little way, giving loose to 
his love of talking ; an opportunity which, situated as he 
was, the seneschal of a deserted castle, was not likely 
to occur frequently. 

" Some folk think," said my companion, " that Mr, 
Treddles might as weel have put my wife as Christie 
Steele into the Treddles Arms, for Christie had been aye 
in service, and never in the public line, and so it's like 
she is ganging back in the world, as I hear — ^now, my 
wife had keepit a victualling office." 

"That would have been an advantage certainly," I 
replied. 

" But I am no sure that I wad ha' looten Eppie take 
it, if they had put it in her offer." 

" That's a different consideration." 

" Ony way, I wadna ha' liked to have offended Mr. 
Treddles ; he was a wee toustie when you rubbed him 
again' the hair — but a kind, weel-meaning man." 

I wanted to get rid of this species of chat, and finding 
myself near the entrance' of a footpath which made a 
short cut to Duntarkin, I put half-a-crown into my 
guide's hand, bade him good-evening, and plunged into 
the woods. 

" Hout, sir — ^fie, sir — ^no from the like of you — stay, 
sir, ye wunna find the way that gate — Odd's mercy, he 
maun ken the gate as weel as I do mysell— weel, I wad 
like to ken wha the chield is." 

Such were the last words of my guide's drowsy, unin- 
teresting tone of voice ; and glad to be rid of him, I 
strode out stoutly, in despite of large stones, briers, and 
had steps, which abounded in the road I had chosen. In 
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the interim, I tried as much as I could, with verses from 
Horace and Prior, and all who have lauded the mixture 
of literary with rural life, to call back the visions of last 
night and this morning, imagining myself settled in some 
detached farm of the estate of Glentanner, 

Which sloping hills around enclose — 
Where many a birch and brown oak grows; 

when I should have a cottage with' a small library, a small 
cellar, a spare bed for a friend, and live more happy and 
more honoured than when I had the whole barony. But 
the sight of Castle-Treddles had disturbed all my own 
castles in the air. The realities of the matter, like a 
stone plashed into a limpid fountain, had destroyed the 
reflection of the objects around, which, till this act of vio- 
lence, lay slumbering on the crystal surface, and I tried 
in vain to reestablish the picture which had been so 
rudely broken. Well, then, I would try it another way ; 
I would try to get Christie Steele out of her public, since 
she was not thriving in it, and she who had been my 
mother's governante should be mine. I knew all her 
faults, and I told her history over to myself. 

She was a grand-daughter, I believe, at least some 
relative, of the famous Covenanter of the name, whom 
Dean Swift's friend, Captain Creichton, shot on his own 
staircase in the times of the persecutions,* and had per- 

* The following extract from Swift's life of Creichton gives the par- 
ticulars of the bloody scene alluded to in the text: — 

*^ Having drank hard one night, I (Creichton) dreamed that I had 
found Captain David Steele, a notorious rebel, in one of the five far< 
mers' houses on a mountain in the shire of Clyesdale, and piarish of 
Lismahago, within eight miles of Hamilton, a place that I was well 
acquainted with. This man was head of the rebels, since the afikir 
Df Airs-moss; having succeeded to Hackston, who had been there 
taken, and afterwards hanged, as the reader has already heard; for, as 
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haps derived from her native stock much both of its good 
and evil properties* No one could say of her that she 
was the life and spirit of the family, though, in my moth- 

to Robert HamUton, who was then Commander-in-Chief at Bothwell 
Bridge, he appeared no more among them, bnt fled, as it wag believed, 
to Holland. 

^ Steele, and his father before him, held a ftirm in the estate of Ham- 
ilton, within two or three miles of that town. When he betook him- 
self to arms, the farm lay waste, and the Duke could find no other 
person who would venture to take it : whereupon his Grace sent sev- 
eral messages to Steele to know the reason why he kept the farm 
waste. The Duke received no other answer, than that he would keep 
it waste, in spite of him and the king too; whereupon his Grace, at 
whose table I had always the honour to be a welcome guest, desired I 
would use my endeavours to destroy that rogue, and I would oblige 
him for ever. 

« « « « 4f 

** 1 return to my story. When 1 awaked out of my dream, as 1 had 
done before in the affair of Wilson, (and I desire the same apology I 
made in the introduction to these Memoirs may serve for both,) I pres- 
ently rose, and ordered thirty-six dragoons to be at the place appointed 
by break of day. When we arrived thither, I sent a party to each of 
the five farmers' houses. This villain Steele had murdered above 
forty of the king's subjects in cold blood; and, as I was informed, had 
often laid snares to entrap me; but it happened, that although he usu- 
ally kept a gang to attend him, yet at this time he had none, when he 
stood in the greatest need. One of the party found him in one of the 
farmers' houses, just as I happened to dream. The dragoons first 
searched all the rooms below without success, till two of them hearing 
somebody stirring over their heads, went up a pair of turnpike stairs. 
Steele had put on his clothes, while the search was making below ; the 
chamber where he lay was called the chamber of Deese,* which is the 
name given to a room where the laird lies, when he comes to a ten* 
ant's house. Steele suddenly opening the door, fired a blunderbuss 
down at the two dragoons, as they were coming up the stairs ; but the 
bullets grazing against the side of the turnpike, only wounded, and 
did not kill them. Then Steele violently threw himself down the 
stairs among them, and made towards the door to save his life, but lost 

* Or ohamber of state; so called from the dais, or canopy and elevation of 
floor, which difltinguiabed the part of old halls which was occupied by those 
if high rank. Hence the phrase was obliquely used to signify state in general* 
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er's time she directed all family afiairs ; her look was 
austere aiid gloomy, and when she was not displeased 
with you, you could only find it out by her silence. If 
there was cause for complaint, real or imaginary, Christie 
was loud enough. She loved my mother with the de- 
voted attachment of a younger sister, but she was as jeal- 
ous of her favour to any one else as if she had been the 
aged husband of a coquettish wife, and as severe in her 
reprehensions as an abbess over her nuns. The com- 
mand which she exercised over her, was that, I fear, of a 
strong and determined over a feeble and more nervous 
disposition ; and though it was used with rigour, jet^ to 
the best of Christie Steele's belief, she was urging her 
mistress to her best and most becoming course, and would 
have died rather than have recommended any other. 
The attachment of this woman was limited to the family 
of Croftangry, for she had few relations ; and a dissolute 
cousin, whom late in life she had taken as a husband, bad 
long left her a widow. 

To me she had ever a strong dislike. Even from my 
early childhood, she was jealous, strange as it may seem, 
of my interest in my mother's affections ; she saw my 

it upon the spot; for the dragoons who guarded the house despatched 
him with their broadswords. I was not with the party when he was 
killed, being at that time employed in searching at one of the other 
houses, but I soon found what had happened, by hearing the noise of 
the shot made with the blunderbuss; from whence I returned straight 
to Lanark, and immediately sent one of the dragroons express to Gen- 
eral Drummond at Edinburgh." — Swift's Works, Vol XIL {Memoirs 
of Captain John OreichUm,) pages 67-69, Edit. Edinb. 1824. 

Wodrow gives a different account of this exploit — " In December 
this year, (1686,) David Steil, in the paifish of Lismahagow, was sur- 
prised in the fields by Lieutenant Oreichton, and after his surrender 
of himself on quarters, he was in a very little time most barbarously 
shot, and lies buried in the churchyard there." 
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foibles and vices with abhorrence, and without a grain of 
allowance ; nor did she pardon the weakness of maternal 
affection, even when, bj the death of two brothers, I came 
to be the only child of a widowed parent At the time m j 
disorderly conduct induced my mother to leave Glentan- 
ner, and retreat to her jointure-house, I always blamed 
Christie Steele for having influenced her resentment, and 
prevented her from listening to my vows of amendment, 
which at times were real and serious, and might, perhaps, 
have accelerated that change of disposition which has 
since, I trust, taken place. But Christie regarded me as 
altogether a doomed and predestinated child of perdition, 
who was sure to hold on my course, and drag downwards 
whosoever might attempt to afford me support 

Still, though I knew such had been Christie's prejudices 
against me in other days, yet I thought enough of time 
had since passed away to destroy all of them. I knew 
that when, through the disorder of my a&irs, my mother 
underwent some temporary inconvenience about money 
matters, Christie, as a thing of course, stood in the gap, 
and having sold a small inheritance which had descended 
to her, brought the purchase-money to her mistress, with 
a sense of devotion as deep as that which inspired the 
Christians of the first age, when they sold all they had, 
and followed the apostles of the church. I therefore 
thought that we might, in old Scottish phrase, " let by- 
ganes be byganes," and begin upon a new account. Yet 
I resolved, like a skilful general, to reconnoitre a little 
before laying down any precise scheme of proceeding, and 
in the interim I determined to presdtve my incognito. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

MB. OBOFTANGBT BIDS ADIEU TO CLYDESDALE. 

Alas, how changed from what it had once been ! 
'Twas new degnded to a common inn. 

Gat. 

An hour's brisk walking, or thereabouts, placed me in 
front of Duntarkin, which had also, I found, undergone 
considerable alterations, though it had not been altogether 
demolished like the prindpal mansion. An inn-yard ex- 
tended before the door of the decent little jointure-house, 
even amidst the remnants of the hollj hedges whicB had 
screened the lady's garden. Then a broad, raw-looking, 
new-made road intruded itself up the little glen, instead 
of the old horseway, so seldom used that it was almost 
entirely covered with grass. It is a great enormity of 
which gentlemen trustees on the highways are sometimes 
guilty, in adopting the breadth necessary for an avenue to 
the metropolis, where all that is required is an access to 
some sequestered and unpopulous district. I do not say 
anything of the expense ; that the trustees and their con- 
stituents may settle as they please.' But the destruction 
of silvan beauty is great, when the breadth of the road is 
more than proportioned to the vale through which it runs, 
and lowers of course the consequence of any objects of 
wood or water, or broken and varied ground, which might 



% 



Digitized by VjOOglC 



CHRONICLES OF THE CANONGATE. 217 

Otherwise attract notice, and give pleasure. A bubbling 
runnel by the side of one of those modem Appian or 
Flaminian highways, is but like a kennel, — the little hill 
is diminished to a hillock, — the romantic hillock to a 
molehill, almost too small for sight. 

Such an enormity, however, had destroyed the quiet 
loneliness of Duntarkin, and intruded its breadth of dust 
and gravel, and its associations of pochays and mail- 
coaches, upon one of the most sequestered spots in the 
Middle Ward of Clydesdale. The house was old and 
dilapidated, and looked sorry for itself, as if sensible of a 
derogation ; but the sign was strong and new, and bright- 
ly painted, displaying a heraldic shield, three shuttles in 
a field diapr^, a web partly unfolded for crest, and two 
stout giants for supporters, each one holding a weaver's 
beam proper. To have displayed this monstrous emblem 
on the front of the house might have hazarded bringing 
down the wall, but for certain would have blocked up one 
or two windows. It was therefore established independent 
of the mansion, being displayed in an iron framework, and 
suspended upon two posts, with as much wood and iron 
about it as would have builded a brig ; and there it hung, 
creaking, groaning, and screaming in every blast of wind, 
and frightening for five miles' distance, for aught I know, 
the nests of thrushes and linnets, the ancient denizens of 
the little glen. 

When I entered the place, I was received by Christie 
Steele herself, who seemed uncertain whether to drop me 
in the kitchen, or usher me into a separate apartment 
As I called for tea, with something rather more substan- 
tial than bread and butter, and spoke of supping and 
sleeping, Christie at last inducted me into the room where 
she herself had been sitting, probably the only one which 
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had a fire, though the month was October. This answered 
my plan ; and, as she was about to remove her spinning- 
wheel, I begged she would have the goodness to remain 
and make my tea, adding, that I liked the sound of the 
wheel, and desired not to disturb her housewife-thriil in 
the least. 

" I dinna ken, sir," — ^she replied in a dry reveche tone, 
which carried me back twenty years, ** I am nane of tha« 
heartsome landleddies that can tell country cracks, and 
make themsells agreeable ; and I was ganging to pit on a 
fire for you in the Red Bpom; but if it is your will to 
stay here, he that pays the lawing maun choose the 
lodging." 

I endeavoured to engage her in conversation ; but, 
though she answered with a kind of stiff civility, I could 
get her into no freedom of discourse, and she began to 
look at her wheel and at the door more than once, as if 
she meditated a retreat. I was obliged, therefore, to pro- 
ceed to some special questions that might have interest 
for a person, whose ideas were probably of a very bounded 
description. 

I looked round the apartment, being the same in which 
I had last seen my poor mother. The author of the 
family history, formerly mentioned, had taken great credit 
to himself for the improvements he had made in this same 
jointure-house of Duntarkin, and how, upon his marriage, 
when his mother took possession of the same as her join- 
ture-house, ^ to his great charges and expenses he caused 
box the walls of the great parlour," (in which I was now 
sitting,) ^^ empanel the same, and plaster the roof, finishing 
the apartment with ane concave chimney, and decorating 
the same with picture^, and a barometer and thermom- 
eter." And in particular, which his good mother used 
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to saj she prized above all the rest, he had caused his 
own portraiture be limned over the mantelpiece by a 
skilful hand. And, in good faith, there he remained still, 
— ^having much the visage which I was disposed to ascribe 
to him on the evidence of his handwriting, — ^grim and 
austere, yet not without a cast of shrewdness and deter- 
mination ; in armour, though he never wore it, I fancy ; 
one Jiand on an open book, and one resting on the hilt of 
his sword, though, I dare say, his head never ached with 
reading nor his limbs with fencing. 

** That picture is painted on the wood, madam ?" said I. 

"Ay, sir, or it's like it would not have been left there. 
They took a' they could." 

"Mr. Treddles's creditors, you mean?** said I. 

" Na,** replied she, dryly, " the creditors of another 
family, that sweepit cleaner than this poor man's, because, 
I fancy, there was less to gather." 

"An older family, perhaps, and probably more remem- 
bered and regretted than later possessors ? " 

Christie here settled herself in her seat, and pulled her 
wheel towards her. I had given her something interest- 
ing for her thoughts to dwell upon, and her wheel was a 
medianical accompaniment on such occasions, the revolu- 
tions of which assisted her in the explanation of her 
ideas. 

" Mair regretted — ^mair missed ? — ^I liked ane of the 
auld family very weel, but I winna say that for them a'. 
How should they be mair missed than the Treddleses ? 
The cotton mill was such a thing for the country ! The 
mair bairns a cottar body had the better; they would 
make their awn keep frae the time they were five years 
auld; and a widow, wi' three or four bairns, was a 
wealthy woman in the time of the Treddleses.'' 
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" But the health of these poor children, my good friend 
— their education and religious instruction " 

"For health," said Christie, looking gloomily at me, 
" ye maun ken little of the warld, sir, if ye dinna ken 
that the health of the poor man's body, as weel as his 
youth and his strength, are all at the command of the 
rich man's purse. There never was a trade so unhealthy 
yet, but men would fight to get wark at it for twa pennies 
a-day aboon the common wage. But the bairns were 
reasonably weel cared for, in the way of air and exercise, 
and a very responsible youth heard them their carritch, 
and gied them lessons in Reediemadeasy.* Now, what 
did they ever get before ? Maybe on a winter day they 
wad be called out to beat the wood for cocks or sicklike, 
and then the starving weans would maybe get a bite of 
broken bread and maybe no, just as the butler was in 
humour — that was a' they got." 

" They were not, then, a very kind family to the poor, 
these old possessors ? " said I, somewhat bitterly ; for I 
had expected to hear my ^cestors' praises recorded, 
though I certainly despaired of being regaled with my 
own." 

" They werena ill to them, sir, and that is aye some- 
thing. They were just decent bien bodies;— ony poor 
creature that had face to beg, got an awmous and wel- 
come ; they that were shamefaced gaed by, and twice as 
welcome. But they keepit an honest walk before God 
and man, the Croftangrys, and as I said before, if they 
did little good, they did as little ill. ^ They lifted their 
rents and spent them, called in their kain and eat them ; 
gaed to the kirk of a Sunday, bowed civilly if folk took 
aff their bannets as they gaed by, and lookit as black as 
sin at them that keepit them on." 

* " Reading made Easy," usually so pronounced in Scotland. 
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" These are their arms that you have on the sign ? " 
''What! on the painted board that is skirling and 
groaning at the door? — Na, these are Mr. Treddles's 
arms — though they look as like legs as arms — ill pleased 
I was at the fule thing, that coat as muckle as would hae 
repaired the house from the wa' stane to the riggin-tree. 
But if I am to bide here, FU hae a decent board wi' a 
punch bowl on it." 

" Is there a doubt of your staying here, Mrs. Steele ? " 
^ Dinna Mistress me/' said the cross old woman, whose 
fingers were now plying their thrift in a manner which 
indicated nejrvous irritation — " there was nae luck in the 
land since Luckie turned Mistress, and Mistress my 
Leddy ;, and as for staying here, if it concerns you to 
ken, I may stay if I can pay a hundred pund sterling 
for the lease, and I may flit if I canna; and so gude- 
e'en to you, Christie," — and round went the wheel with 
much activity. 

^ And you like the trade of keeping a public house ? " 
" I can scarce say that," she replied* " But worthy 
Mr. Prendergast is clear of its lawfulness, and I hae 
gotten used to it, and made a decent living, though I 
never make out a fause reckoning, or give ony ane the 
means to disorder reason, in my house." 

" Indeed ? " said I ; "in that case, there is ho wonder 
you have not made up the hundred pounds to purchase 
the lease." 

" How do you ken," said she sharply, " that I might 
not have had a hundred punds of my ain fee ? If I have 
It not, I am sure it is my ain faut ; and I wunna ca' it 
faut neither, for it gaed to her wha was weel entitled to 
a' my service." Again she pulled stoutly at the flax, and* 
the wheel went smartly round. 
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"This old gentleman,'' said I, fixing my eye on the 
painted panel, " seems to have had his arms painted as 
well as Mr. Treddles — ^that is, if that painting in the 
comer he a scutcheon/' 

"Ay, ay, — cushion just sae, they maun a' hae their 
cushions; there's sma' gentry without that; and so the 
arms, as they ca' them, of the house of Glentanner, may 
be seen on an auld stane in the west end of the house. 
But to do them justice, they didna propale sae muckle 
about them as poor Mr. Treddles did ; — ^it's like they 
were better used to them." 

" Very likely.; — ^Are there any of the old family in life, 
goodwife ? " 

" No," she replied ; then added, after a moment's hesi- 
tation — " not tliat I know of," — and the wheel, which had 
intermitted, began again to revolve. 

" Gone abroad, perhaps ? " I suggested. 

She now looked up, and faced me — " No, sir. There 
were three sons of the last Laird of Glentanner, as he 
was then called ; John and William were hopeful young 
gentlemen, but they died early — one of a decline, brought 
on by the mizzles, the other lost his life in a fever. It 
would hae been lucky for mony ane that Chrystal had 
gane the same gate." 

" Oh — ^he must have been the young spendthrift that 
sold the property ? Well, but you should not have such 
an ill-will against him : remember necessity has no law ; 
and then, goodwife, he was not more culpable than Mr. 
Treddles, whom you are so sorry for." 

" I wish I could think sae, sir, for his mother's sake ; 
but Mr. Treddles was in trade, and though he had no pre- 
•ceese right to do so, yet there was some warrant for a 
man being expensive that imagined he was making a 
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mint of monej. But this unhappj lad devoured his pat* 
rimonj, when he kenned that he was living like a ratten 
in a Dunlap cheese, and diminishing his means at a' hands 
— ^I canna bide to think on't" With this she broke out 
into a snatch of a ballad ; ' but little of mirth was there 
either in the tone or the expression >— 

" For he did spend, and make an end 

Of gear that his forefathers wan; 
Of land and ware he made him bare, 

So speak nae mair of the anld gademan." 

<' Gome, dame," said I, ^' it is a long lane that has no 
taming. I will not keep from 70a that I have heard 
something of this poor fellow, Chrjstal Croftangry. He 
has sown his wild oats, as thej saj, and has settled into a 
steady respectable man." 

^^And wha tell'd ye that tidings?" said she, looking 
sharply at me. 

<< Not perhaps the best judge in the world of his char* 
acter, for it was himself, dame." 

'' And if he teird you truth, it ^as a virtue he did /lot 
aye use to practise," said Christie. 

"The devil!" said I, considerably netded; "all the 
world held him to be a man of honour." 

" Ay, ay, he would hae shot ony body wi' his pistols 
and his guns, that had evened him to be a liar. But if 
he promised to pay an honei^t tradesman the next term 
day, did he keep his word then ? And if he promised a 
puir silly lass to make gude her shame, did he speak 
truth then ? And what is that, but being a liar, and a 
black-hearted deceitful liar to boot ? " 

My indignation was rising, but I strove to suppress it; 
indeed, I should only have ajQTorded my tormentor a tri- 
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umph by an angry reply. I partly suspected she began 
to recognise me ; yet she testified so little emotion, that I 
could not think my suspicion well founded. I went on, 
therefore, to say, in a tone as indifferent as I could 
command, " Well, goodwife, I see you will believe no 
good of this Chrystal of yours, till he comes back and 
buys a good farm on the estate, and makes you his house- 
keeper." 

The old woman dropped her thread, folded her hands, 
as she looked up to heaven with a face of apprehension. 
" The Lord," she exclaimed, " forbid ! The Lord in his 
mercy forbid ! Oh, sir, if you really know this unlucky 
man, persuade him to settle where folk ken the good that 
you say he has come to, and dinna ken the -evil of his 
former days. He used to be proud enough — ^Oh, dinna 
let him come here, even for his own sake. — He used ance 
to have some pride." 

Here she once more drew the wheel close to her, and 
began to pull at the flax with both hands — " Dinna let 
him come here, to be looked down upon by ony that may 
be left of his auld reiving companions, and to see the de- 
cent folk that he looked over his nose at look over their 
noses at him, baith at kirk and market. Dinna let him 
come to his ain country to be made a tale about when ony 
neighbour points him out to another, and tells what he is, 
and what he was, and how he wrecked a dainty estate, 
and brought harlots to the door-cheek of his father's 
house, till he made it nae residence for his mother ; and 
how it had been foretauld by a servant of his ain house, 
that he was a ne'er-do-weel, and a child of perdition, and 
how her words were made good, and " 

" Stop there, goodwife, if you please," said I ; " you 
have said as much as I can well remember, and more 
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than it may be safe to repeat I can use a great deal of 
freedom with the gentleman we speak of; but I think 
were any other person to carry him half of your message, 
I would scarce insure his personal safety. And now, as 
I see the night is settled to be a fine one, I will walk on 

to , where I must meet a coach to-morrow, as it 

passes to Edinburgh." 

So saying, I paid my moderate reckoning, and took my 
leave, without being able to discover whether the preju- 
diced and hard-hearted old woman did, or did not, suspect 
the identity of her guest with the Chrystal Croftangry 
against whom she harboured so much dislike. 

The night was fine and frosty, thoush, when I pre- 
tended to see what its character was, it might have 
rained like the deluge. I only made the excuse to es- 
cape from old Christie Steele. The horses which run 
races in the CJorso at Home without any riders, in order 
to stimulate th^ir exertion, carry each his own spurs, 
namely, small balls of steel, with sharp projecting spikes, 
which are attached to loose straps of leather, and, flying 
about in the violence of the agitation, keep the horse to 
his speed by pricking him as they strike against his 
flanks. The old woman's reproaches had the same effect 
on me, and urged me to a rapid pace, as if it had been 
possible to escape from my own recollections. In the best 
days of my life, when I won one or two hard walking 
matches, I doubt if I ever walked so fast as I did 
betwixt the Treddles Arms and the borough town for 
which I was bound. Though the night was cold, I was 
warm enough by the time I got to my inn; and it 
required a refreshing draught of porter, with half an 
hour's repose, ere I could determine to give no farther 
thought to Christie and her opinions, than those of any 
VOL. zxxvin. 16 
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other valgar prejudiced old woman. I resolved at last 
to treat the thing en hagaieUe, and, calling for writing 
materials, I folded up a cheque for £100, with these line9 
on the envelope : — 

** Chrystal, the ne'er-do-weel, 
Child destined to the deil, 
Sends this to Christie Steele.*' 

And I was so much pleased with this new mode of view- 
ing the subject, that I regretted the lateness of the hour 
prevented my finding a person to carry the letter express 
to its destination. 

^' But with the morning cool reflection came.'* 

I considered that the money, and probably more, was 
actually due by me on my mother's account to Christie, 
who had lent it in a moment of great necessity, and 
that the returning it in a light or ludicrous manner was 
not unlikely to prevent so touchy and punctilious a per- 
son from accepting a debt which was most justly her 
due, and which it became me particularly to see satis- 
fied. Sacrificing then my triad with little* regret, (for 
it looked better by candle-light, and through the medium 
of a pot of porter, than it did by daylight, and with 
bohea for a menstruum,) I determined to employ Mr. 
Fairscribe's mediation in buying up the lease of the little 
inn, and conferring it upon Christie in the way which 
should make it most acceptable to her feelings. It is 
only necessary to add, that my plan succeeded, and that 
Widow Steele even yet keeps the Treddles Arms. Do 
not say, therefore, that I have been disingenuous with 
you, reader ; since, if I have not told all the ill of myself 
I might have done, I have indicated to you a person able 
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and willing to supply the blank, by relating all my delin- 
quencies, as well as my misfortunes. 

In the meantime, I totally abandoned the idea of re- 
deeming any part of my paternal property, and resolved 
to take Christie Steele's advice, as young Norval does 
Glenalvon's, '' although it sounded harshly/' 
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CHAPTER V. 

MB. CBOPTANGBT SETTLES IN THE CANONGATB. 

^If yon will know my house, 

>Tl8 at the tnft of OUvee here hard by. 

As You Lsi Is. 

By a revolution of hamour which I am unable to ao 
count for, I changed mj mind entirely on my plans of 
life, in consequence of the disappointment, the history of 
which fills the last chapter. I began to discover that the 
country would not at all suit me ; for I had . relinquished 
field-sports, and felt no inclination whatever to farming, 
the ordinary vocation of country gentlemen ; besides that, 
I had no tdent for assisting either candidate, in case of 
an expected election, and saw no amusement in the duties 
of a road trustee, a commissioner of supply, or even in 
the magisterial functions of the bench. I had begun to 
take some taste for reading ; and a domiciliation in the 
country must remove me from the use of books, except- 
ing the small subscription library, in which the very book 
which you want is uniformly sure to be engaged. 

I resolved therefore to make the Scottish metropolis my 
regular resting-place, reserving to myself to take occa- 
sionally those excursions, which, spite of all I have said 
against mail-coaches, Mr. Piper has rendered so easy. 
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Friend of our life and of our leisure, he secures by dis- 
patch against loss of time, and by the best of coaches, 
cattle, and steadiest of drivers, against hazard of limb, 
and wafts us, as well as our letters, from Edinburgh to 
Cape Wrath, in the penning of a paragraph. 

When my mind was quite made up to make Auld 
Reekie my head-quarters, reserving the privilege of ex- 
ploring in all directions, I began to explore in good earn- 
est for the purpose of discovering a suitable habitation. 
"And whare trew ye I gaed ? " as Sir Pertinax says. 
Not to George's Square — ^nor to Charlotte Square — nor 
to the old New Town — ^nor to the jjow New Town — nor 
to the Calton Hill ; I went to the Canongate, and. to the 
very portion of the Canongate »in which I had formerly 
been immured, like the errant knight, prisoner in some 
enchanted castle, where spells have made the ambient air 
impervious to the unhappy captive, although the organs 
of sight encountered no obstacle to his free passage. 

Why I should have thought of pitching my tent here I 
cannot tell. Perhaps it was to enjoy the pleasures of 
freedom, where I had so long endured the bitterness of 
restraint; on the principle of the officer, who, after he 
had retired from the army, ordered his servant to continue 
to call him at the hour of parade, simply that he might 
have the pleasure of saying — " D — n the parade ! " and 
turning to the other side to enjoy his slnmibers. Or per* 
haps I expected to find in th^ vicinity some little old- 
fashioned house, having somewhat of the rw in urbe, 
which I was ambitious of eivjoyiiig. Enough, I went, as 
aforesaid, to the Canongate. 

I stood by the kennel, of which I have formerly spoken, 
and, my mind being at ease, my bodily organs were more 
delicate. I was more sensible than .heretofore, that, like 
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the trade of Pompey in Measure for Measure — ^it did in 

some sort pah — ^an ounce of civet, good apothecary! 

— ^Turning from thence, my steps naturally directed them- 
selves to my own humble apartment, where my little 
Highland landlady, as dapper and as tight as ever, (for 
old women wear a hundred times better than the hard* 
wrought seniors of the masculine sex,) stood at the door 
teedUng to herself a Highland song as sh& shook a table 
napkin over the forestair, and then proceeded to fold it up 
neatly for future service. 

" How do you, Janet? ** 

^ Thank ye, good sir," answered my old friend, without 
looking at me ; ^ but ye might as weel say Mrs. Mao- 
Evoy, for she is na a'bod/s Shanet — ^umph." 

^You must be my Janet, though, for all that — ^have 
you forgot me? — ^Do you not remember Chrystal Croft- 
angry?" 

The light, kind-hearted creature threw her napkin into 
the open door, ^kipped down the stair like a fidry, three 
steps at once, seized me by the hands, — ^both hands, — 
jumped up, and actually kissed me. I was a little 
ashamed; but what swain, of somewhere inclining to 
sixty, could resist the advances of a fair contemporary ? 
So we allowed the full degree of kindness to the meeting, 
— honi 8oit qui mal y pense^ — ^and then Janet entered in- 
stantly upon business. *^ An' ye'll gae in, man, and see 
your auld lodgings, nae doubt, and Shanet will pay ye the 
fifteen shillings of change that ye ran away without, and 
without bidding Shanet good-day. — But never mind," 
(nodding good-humouredly,) " Shanet saw you were car- 
ried for the time." 

By this time we were in my old quarters, and Janet, 
with her bottle of cordial in one hand and the glass in the 
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other, had forced on me a dram of usquebaugh, distilled 
with saffron and other herbs, after some old-fashioned 
Highland receipt. Then was unfolded, out of many a 
little scrap of paper, the reserved sum of fifleen shillings, 
which Janet had treasured for twenty years and upwards. 

" Here they are,*' she said, in honest triumph, ** just the 
same I was holding out to ye when ye ran as if ye had 
been fey. Shanet has had siller, and Shanet has wanted 
siller, mony a time since that — and the ganger has come, 
and the factor has come, and the butcher and baker — Goi 
bless us — just like to tear poor auld Shanet to pieces ; 
but she took good care of Mr, Croftangry's fifteen shil- 
lings." 

^ But what if I had never come back, Janet ? '* 

^ Och, if Shanet had heard you were dead, she would 
hae gien it to the poor of the chapel, to pray for Mr. 
Croftangry,'* said Janet, crossing herself, for she was a 
Catholic; — "you maybe do not think it would do you 
cood, but the blessing of the poor can never do no harm." 

I heartily agreed in Janet's conclusion, and, as to have 
desired her to consider the hoard as her own property, 
would have been an indelicate return to her for the up- 
rightness of her conduct, I requested her to dispose of it 
as she had proposed to do in the event of my death, that 
is, if she knew any poor people of merit to whom it might 
be useful. 

" Ower mony of them," raising the comer of her 
checked apron to her eyes, " e'en ower mony of them, 
Mr. Croflangry — Och, ay — ^there is the puir Highland 
creatures frae Glenshee, that cam down for the harvest, 
and are lying wi* the fever — five shillings to them, and 
half-a-crown to Bessie MacEvoy, whose coodman, puir 
:}reature9 died of the frost, being a shairman, for a' the 
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whisky he could drink to keep it out o' his stamoch— 
and" 

But she suddenly interrupted the bead-roll of her pro- 
posed charities, and assuming a very. sage look, and prim- 
ming up her little chattering mouth, she went, on in a 
different tone — ** But, och, Mr. Croftangry, bethink ye 
whether ye will not need a' this siller yoursell, and maybe 
look back and think lang for ha'en kiven it away, whilk 
is a creat sin to forthink a wark o' charity, and also is 
'unlucky, and, moreover, is not the thought of a shentle- 
man's sqn like yoursell, dear. And I say this, that ye 
may think a bit ; for your mother's son kens that ye are 
no so careful as you should be of the gear, and I hae 
tauld ye of it before, jewel." 

I assured her I could easily spare the money, without 
risk of future repentance ; and she went on to infer, that, 
in such a case, " Mr. Croftangry had grown a rich man in 
foreign parts, and was free of his troubles with messen- 
gers and sheriff-officers, and siclike scum of the earth, and 
Shanet' MacEvoy's mother's daughter be a blithe woman 
to hear it. But if Mr. Croftangry was in trouble, there 
was his room, and his ped, and Shanet to wait on him, 
and tak payment when it was quite convenient." 

I explained to Janet my situation, in which she ex- 
pressed unqualified delight I then proceeded to inquire 
into her own circumstances, and, though she spoke cheer- 
fully and contentedly, I could see they were precarious. 
I had paid more than was due ; other lodgers fell into an 
opposite error, and forgot to pay Janet at all. Then, 
Janet being ignorant of all indirect modes of screwing 
money out of her lodgers, others in the same line of life, 
who were sharper than the poor simple Highland woman, 
were enabled to let their apartments cheaper in appear- 
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ance, though the inmates usually found them twice as 
dear in the long-run. 

As I had already destined mj old landlady to be my 
housekeeper and govemante, knowing her honesty, good- 
nature, and, although a Scotchwoman, her cleanliness and 
excellent temper, (saving the short and hasty expressions 
of anger which Highlanders call Afuff^,) I now proposed 
the plan to her in such a way as was likely to make it 
most acceptable. Very acceptable as the proposal was, 
as I could plainly see, Janet, however, took a day to con- 
sider upon it ; and her reflections against our next meet- 
ing had suggested only one objection, which was singular 
enough. 

^ My honour," so she now termed me, " would pe for 
biding in some fine street apout the town ; now Shanet 
wad ill like to live in a place where polish, and shenffs, 
and bailiffs, and sic thieves and trash of the world, could 
tak pair shentlemen by the throat, just because they 
wanted a wheen dollars in the sporran. She had lived 
in the bonny glen of Tomanthoulick — Cot, an ony of the 
vermint had come there, her father wad hae wared a shot 
on them, and he could hit a buck within as mony meas- 
ured yards as e'er a man of his clan. And the place 
here was so quiet frae them, they durstna put their nose 
ower the gutter. Shanet owed nobody a bodle, put she 
couldna pide to see honest folk and pretty shentlemen 
forced away to prison whether they would or no ; and 
then if Shanet was to lay her tangs ower ane of the rag- 
amuffin's heads, it would be, maybe, that the law would 
gie't a hard name." 

One thing I have learned in life, — never to speak sense 
when nonsense will answer the purpose as well. I should 
have had gi^eat difficulty to convince this pi-aetical and 
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disinterested admirer and vindicator of liberty, that arrests 
seldom or never were to be seen in the streets of Edin- 
burgh, and to satisfy her of their justice and necessity, 
would have been as difficult as to convert her to the Frot* 
estant faith. I therefore assured her my intention, if I 
could get a suitable habitation, was to remain in the quar- 
ter where she at present dwelt. Janet gave three skips 
on the floor, and uttered as many short shrill yells of joy ; 
yet doubt almost instantly returned, and she insisted on 
knowing what possible reason I could have for making 
my residence where few lived, save those whose misfor- 
tunes drove them thither. It occurred to me to answer 
her by recounting the legend of the rise of my family, 
and of our deriving our name from a particular place 
near Holyrood Palace. This, which would have ap- 
peared to most people a very absurd reason for choosing 
a residence, was entirely satisfactory to Janet MacEvoy. 
^* Och, nae doubt ! if it was the land of her fathers, 
there was na mair to be said. Put it was queer that her 
family estate should just lie at the town tail, and covered 
with houses, where the King's cows, Got bless them hide 
and horn, used to craze upon. It was strange changes." 
— She mused a little, and then added, " Put it is some- 
thing better wi' Croflangry when the changes is frae the 
field to the habited place, and not from the place of habi- 
tation to the desert ; for Shanet, her nainsell, kent a glen 
where there were men as weel as there may be in Crofl- 
angry, and if there werena altogether sae mony of them, 
they were as good men in their tartan as the others in 
their broadcloth. And there were houses too ; and if 
they were not biggit with stane and lime, and lofled like 
the houses at Croflangry, yet they served the purpose of 
them that lived, there; and mony a braw bonnet, and 
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mony a silk snood, and comely white curch, would come 
out to gang to kirk or chapel on the Lord's day, and 
little bairns toddling after; and now, — Och, Och, Ohel- 
lany, Ohonari ! the glen is desolate, and the braw snoods 
and bonnets are gane, and the Saxon's house stands dull 
and lonely, like the single bare-breasted rock that the 
falcon builds on — ^the falcon that drives the heath-bird frae 
the glen." 

Janet, like many Highlanders, was full of imagination ; 
and, when melancholy themes came upon her, expressed 
herself almost poetically, owing to the genius of the Celtic 
language in which she thought, and in which, doubtless, 
she would have spoken, had I understood Gaelic. In 
two minutes the shade of gloom and regret had passed 
from her good-humoured features, and she was again the 
little, busy, prating, important old woman, undisputed 
owner of one flat of a small tenement in the Abbey-yard, 
and about to be promoted to be housekeeper to an elderly 
bachelor gentleman, Chrystal Croflangry, Esq. 

It was not long before Janet's local researches found 
out exactly the sort of place I wanted, and there we set- 
tled. Janet was afraid I would not be satisjQed, because 
it is not exactly part of Crofiangry ; but I stopped her 
doubts, by assuring her it had been part and pendicle 
thereof in my forefather's time, which passed very well. 

I do not intend to possess any one with an exact 
knowledge of my lodging ; though, as Bobadil says, " I 
care not who knows it^ since the cabin is convenient." 
But I may state in general, that it is a house ^ within 
itself," or, according to a newer phraseology in advertise- 
ments, self^ontainedy has a garden of near half ah acre, 
and a patch of ground with trees in front. It boasts five 
rooms, and servants' apartments — ^looks in front upon the 
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palace, and from behind towards the hill and crags of the 
King's Park. Fortunately the place had a name, which, 
with a little improvement, served to conntenance the 
legend which I had imposed on Janet, and would not per* 
haps have been sorry if I had been able to impose on my- 
self. It was called Littlecrofl ; we have dubbed it Little 
Croflangry, and the men of letters belonging to the Fost^ 
Office have sanctioned the change, and deliver letters so 
addressed. Thus I am to all intents and purposes Chrys- 
tal Croftangry of that Ilk. 

My establishment consists of Janet, an under maid ser- 
vant, and a Highland wench for Janet to exercise her Gae- 
lic upon, with a handy lad who can lay the cloth, and take 
care besides of a pony, on which I find my way to Porlo- 
bello sands, especially when the cavalry have a drill ; for, 
like an old fool as I am, I have not altogether become in- 
different to the tramp of horses and the flash of weapons, 
of which, though no professional soldier, it has been my 
fate to see something in my youth. For wet mornings, I 
have my book — is it fine weather, I visit, or I wander on 
the Crags, as the humour dictates. My dinner is indeed 
solitary, yet not quite so neither ; for though Andrew 
waits, Janet, or, — as she is to all the world but her mas- 
ter, and certain old Highland gossips, — ^Mrs. MacEvoy, 
attends, bustles about, and desires to see every thing is in 
first-rate order, and to tell me. Cot pless us, the wonderful 
news of the Palace for the day. When the cloth is re- 
moved, and I light my cigar, and begin to husband a pint 
of port, or a glass of old whisky and water, it is the rule 
of the house that Janet takes a chair at some distance, and 
nods or works her stocking,. as she may be disposed; 
ready to speak if I am in the talking humour, and sitting 
quiet as a mouse if I am rather inclined to study a book 
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or the newspaper. At six precisely she makes mj tea, 
and leaves me to drink it; and then occurs an interval of 
time which most old bachelors find heavy on their hands. 
The theatre is a good occasional resource, especially if 
Will Murray acts, or a bright star of eminence shines 
forth ; but it is distant, and so are one or two public soci- 
eties to which I belong ; besides, these evening walks are 
all incompatible with the elbow-chair feeling, which de- 
sires some employment that may divert the mind without 
fatiguing the body. 

Under the influence of these impressions, I have some- 
limes thought of this literary undertaking. I must have 
been the Bonassus himself to have mistaken myself for a 
genius, yet I have leisure and reflections like my neigh- 
bours. I am a borderer also between two generations, 
and can point out more perhaps than others of those 
&ding traces of antiquity which are daily vanishing ; and 
I know many a modern instance and many an old tradi- 
tion, and therefore I ask — 

What ails me, I may not, as well as they, 
Bake up some threadbare tales> that mouldering lay 
In chimney comers, wont by Christmas fires 
, To read and rock to sleep our ancient sires ? 
No man his threshold better knows, than I 
Brute's first arrival and first victory. 
Saint George's sorrel and his cross of blood, 
Arthur's round board and Caledonian wood^ 

No shop is so easily set up as an antiquary's. Like 
those of the lowest order of pawnbrokers, a commodity 
of rusty iron, a bag or two of hobnails, a few odd shoe- 
buckles, cashiered kail-pots, and flre-irons declared inca- 
pably of service, are quite suflicient to set him up. If he 
add a sheaf or two of penny ballads and broadsides, he is 
a great man — ^an extensive trader. And then — like the 
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pawnbrokers aforesaid, if the author understands a little 
legerdemain, he may, by dint of a little picking and steal- 
ing, make the inside of his shop a great deal richer than 
the out, and be able to show jou things which cause those 
who do not understand the antiquarian trick of clean con- 
yeyauce, to wonder how the devil he came by them. 

It may be said, that antiquarian articles interest but 
few customers, and that we may bawl ourselves as rusty 
as the wares we deal in without any one asking the price 
of our merchandise. But I do not rest my hopes upon 
this department of my labours only. I propose also to 
have a corresponding shop for Sentiment, and Dialogues, 
and Disquisition, which may captivate the fancy of those 
who have no relish, as the established phrase goes, for 
pure antiquity ; — a sort of ^reen-grocer's stall erected in 
front of my ironmongery wares, garlanding the rusty me- 
morials of ancient times, with cresses, cabbages, leeks, and s 
water purpy. 

As I have some idea that I am writing too well to be 
understood, I humble myself to ordinary language, and 
aver, with becoming modesty, that I do think myself ca- 
pable of sustaining a publication of a miscellaneous na- 
ture, as like to the Spectator or the Guardian, the Mirror 
or the Lounger, as my poor abilities may be able to ac- 
complish. Not that I have any purpose of imitating 
Johnson, whose general learning and power of expres- 
sion I do not deny, but many of whose Ramblers are 
little better than a sort of pageant, where trite and ob- 
vious maxims are made to swagger in lofty and mystic 
language, and get some credit only because they are not 
easily understood. There are some of the great Moral- 
ist's papers which I cannot peruse without thinking on a 
second-rate masquerade, where the best-known and least-. 
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esteemed characters in town march in as heroes, and auL 
tans, and so foi*th, and, by dint of tawdry dresses, get 
some con^ideration nntil they are found out. It is not, 
however, prudent to commence with throwing stones, just 
when I am striking out windows of my own. 

I think even the local situation of Little Croflangrj 
may be considered as favourable to my undertaking. A 
nobler contrast there can hardly exist than that of the 
huge city, dark with the smoke of ages, and groaning 
with the various sounds of active industry or idle revel, 
and the lofty and craggy hill, silent and solitary as the 
grave ; one exhibiting the full tide of existence, pressing 
and precipitating itself forward with the force of an inun- 
dation ; the other resembling some time-worn anchorite, 
whose life passes as silent and unobserved as the slender 
rill which escapes unheard, and scarce seen, from the 
fountain of his patron saint The city resembles the 
busy temple where the modem Comus and Mammon 
hold their court, and thousands sacrifice ease, indepen- 
dence, and virtue itself, at their shrine ; the misty and 
lonely mountain seems as a throne to the majestic but 
terrible Genius of feudal times, when the same divinities 
dispensed coronets and domains to those who had heads 
to devise, and arms to execute, bold enterprises. 

I have, as it were, the two extremities of the moral 
world at my threshold. From the front door, a few min- 
utes' walk brings me into the heart of a wealthy and pop- 
ulous city; as many paces from my opposite entrance, 
places me in a solitude as complete as Zimmerman could 
have desired. Surely with such aids to my imagination, 
I may write better than if I were in a lodging in the 
New Town, or a garret in the old. As the Spaniard says, 
" Viamos — Caracco I ** 
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I have not chosen to publish periodicallj, my reason 
for which was twofold. In the first place, I don't like to 
be hurried, and have had enough of duns in an earlj 
part of my lifb, to make me reluctant to hear of, or see 
one, even in the less awful shape of a printer's deviL 
But, secondly, a periodical paper is not easily extended in 
circulation beyond the quarter in which it is published. 
This work, if published in fugitive numbers, would scarce, 
without a high pressure on the part of the bookseller, be 
raised above the Netherbow, and never could be expected 
to ascend to the level of Prince's Street. Now I am am- 
bitious that my compositions, though having their origin 
in this Valley of Holyrood, should not only be extended 
into those exalted regions I have mentioned, but also 
that they should cross the Forth, astonish the long town 
of Kirkaldy, enchant the skippers and colliers of the 
East of Fife, venture even into the classic arcades of 
St Andrews, and travel as much &rther to the north as 
the breath of applause will carry their sails. As for a 
southward direction, it is not to be hoped for in my fond- 
est dreams. I am informed that Scottish literature, like 
Scottish whisky, will be presently laid under a prohibi- 
tory duty. But enough of this. If any reader is dull 
enough not to comprehend the advantages which, in point 
of circulation, a compact book has over a collection of 
fugitive numbers, let him try the range of a gun load^ 
with hail-shot, against that of the same piece charged with 
an equal weight of lead consolidated in a single bullet. 

Besides, it was of less consequence that I should have 
published periodically, since I did not mean to solicit or 
accept of the contributions of friends, or the criticisms of 
those who may be less kindly disposed. Notwithstanding 
the excellent examples which might be quoted, I will 
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establish no begging-box, either under the name of a 
lion's-head or an ass's. What is good or ill shall be mine 
own, or the contribution of friends to whom I may have 
private access. Many of my voluntary assistants might 
be cleverer than myself, and then I should have a brilliant 
article appear among my chiller effusions, like a patch of 
lace on a Scottish cloak of Galashiels gray. Some might 
be worse, and then I must reject them, to the injury of 
the feelings of the writer, or else insert them, to make 
my own darkness yet more opaque and palpable. " Let 
every herring," says our old-fashioned proverb, " hang by 
his own head." 

One person, however, I may distinguish, as she is now 
no more, who, living to the utmost term of human life, 
honoured me with a great share of her friendship, as in- 
deed we were blood relatives in the Scottish sense — 
Heaven knows how many degrees removed — and friends 
in the sense of Old England. I mean the late excellent 
and regretted Mrs. B6thune Baliol. But as I design 
this admirable picture of the olden time for a principal 
character in my work, I will only say here, that she 
knew and approved of my present purpose ; and though 
she declined to contribute to it while she lived, from a 
sense of dignified retirement, which she thought became 
her age, sex, and condition in life, she lefl me some mate- 
rials for carrying on my proposed work, which I coveted 
when I heard her detail them in conversation, and which 
now, when I have their substance in her own handwriting, 
I account far more valuable than any thing I have myself 
to offer. I hope the mentioning her name in conjunction 
with my own, will give no offence to any of her numer- 
ous friends, as it was her own express pleasure that I 
should employ the manuscripts, which she did me the 

VOL. xxxvin. 16 
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honour to bequeathe me, in the maimer in which I have 
now used them. It most be added, however, that in most 
cases I have disguised names, and in some have added 
shading and colouring to bring out the narrative. 

Much of my materials, besides these, are derived ^m 
friends, living or dead. The accuracy of some of these 
may be doubtful, in which case I shall be happy to re- 
ceive, from sufficient authority, the correction cf the errors 
which must creep into traditional documents. The object 
of the whole publication is, to throw some light on the 
manners of Scotland as they were, and to contrast them 
occasionally, with those of the present day. My own 
opinions are in favour of our own times in many respects, 
but not in so far as affords means for exercising the im- 
agination, or exciting the interest which attaches tc^other 
times. I am glad to be a writer or a reader in 1826, but 
I would be most interested in reading or relating what 
happened from half a century to a century before. We 
have the best of it. Scenes in which our ancestors 
thought deeply, apted fiercely, and died desjperately, are 
to us tales to divert the tedium of a winter's evening, 
when we are engaged to no psurty, or beguile a summer's 
morning, when it is too scorching to ride or walk. 

Yet I do not mean that my essays and narratives 

should be limited to Scotland. I pledge myself to no 

particular line of subjects ; but, on the contrary, say with 

Bums, 

Perhaps it may turn out a sang, 
Perhaps turn out a sermon. 

I have only to add, by way oi postscript to these prelim- 
inary chapters, that I have had recourse to Moliere's 
recipe, and read my manuscript over to my old woman, 
Janet MacEvoy. 
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The dignity of being consulted delighted Janet ; and 
Wilkie, or Allan, would have made a capital sketch of 
her, as she sat upright in her chair, instead of her ordi- 
nary lounging posture, knitting her stockings systemati- 
cally, as if she meant every twist of her thread, and 
inclination of the wires, to bear burden to the c^ence of 
my voice. I am afraid, too, that I myself felt more de- 
light than I ought to have done in my own composition, 
and read a little more oratorically -than I should have 
ventured to do before an auditor, of whose applause I was 
not so secure. And the result did not entirely encourage 
my plan of censorship. Janet did indeed seriously inclinie 
to the account of my previous life, and bestowed some High- 
land maledictions more emphatic than courteous on Christie 
Steele's reception of a " shentiemans in distress," and of 
her own mistress's house too. I omitted, for certain rea- 
sons, or greatly abridged, what related to herself. But 
when I came to treat of my general views in publication, 
I saw poor Janet was entirely thrown out, though, like a 
jaded hunter, panting, puffing, and short of wind, she 
endeavoured at least to keep up with the chase. Or 
rather her perplexity made her look all the while like a 
deaf person ashamed of his infirmity, who does not under* 
stand a word you are saying, yet desires you to believe 
that he does understand you, and who is extremely jeal- 
ous that you suspect his incapacity. "When she saw that 
some remark was necessary, she resembled exactly in her 
criticism the devotee who pitched on the " sweet word 
Mesopotamia," as the most edifying note which she could 
bring away from a sermon. She indeed hastened to be- 
stow general praise on what she said was all " very fine ; " 
but chiefly dwelt on what I had said about Mr. Timmer*- 
man, as she was pleased to call the German philosopher, 
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and supposed he must be of the same descent with the 
Highland clan of M'Intjre, which signifies Son of the 
Carpenter. ^ And a fery honourable name too — Shanet's 
own mither was a M'lntyre." 

In short, it was plain the latter part of mj introduction 
was altogether lost on poor Janet, and so, to have acted 
up to Moli^re's system, I should have cancelled the whole, 
and written it anew. But I do not know how it is ; I 
retained, I suppose, some tolenCble opinion of my own 
composition, though Janet did not comprehend it, and felt 
loath to retrench those delilahs of the imagination, as 
Dryden calls them, the tropes and figures of which are ca- 
viar to the multitude. Besides, I hate rewriting, as much 
as FalstafT did paying back — ^it is a double labour. So 
I determined with myself to consult Janet, in future, only 
on such things as were within the limits of her compre- 
hension, and hazard my arguments and my rhetoric on 
the public without her imprimatur. I am pretty sure she 
will ^ applaud it done.'* And in such narratives as coisie 
within her range of thought and feeling, I shall, as I first 
intended, take the benefit of her unsophisticated judgment, 
and attend to it deferentially — that is, when it happens 
not to be in peculiar opposition to my own ; for, after aD, 
I say, with Almanzor — 

Enow that I alone am king of me. 

The reader has now my who and my whereabouty the 
purpose of the work, and the circumstances under which 
it is undertaken. He has also a specimen of the author's 
talents, and may judge for himself, and proceed or send 
back the volume to the bookseUer, as his own taste shall 
determine. 
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CHAPTER VL 

MB. CBOFTANOBT's ACCOUNT OF MBS. BETHUNE BALIOL. 
Tha moon, man ihe earthly, no nobler. 

COBIOLiVUS. 

When we set out on the jolly voyage of life, what a 
brave fleet there is around us, as stretching our fresh can- 
vass to the breeze, all ^ shipshape and Bristol fashion," 
pennons flying, music playing, cheering each other as we 
pass, we are rather amused than alarmed when some 
awkward comrade goes right ashore for want of pilotage I 
— Alas! when the voyage is well spent, and we look 
about us, toil-worn mariners, how few of our ancient con-* 
sorts still remain in sight, and they, how torn and wasted, 
and, like ourselves, struggling to keep as long as possi-* 
ble off the fatal shore, against which we are all finally 
drifting I 

I felt this very trite but melancholy truth in all its force 
the other day, when a packet with a black seal arrived, 
containing a letter addressed to me by my late excellent 
fnend Mrs. Martha Bethune Baliol, and marked with the 
fatal indorsation, " To be delivered according to address, 
after I shall be no more." A letter from her executors 
accompanied the packet, mentioning that they had found 
in her will a bequest to me of a painting of some value, 
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which she stated would just fit the space above my cup- 
board, and fiflj guineas to buj a ring. And thus I sep- 
arated, with all the kindness which we had maintained for 
manj years, from a friend, who, though old enough to 
have been the companion of my mother, was yet, in 
gaiety of spirits, and admirable sweetness of temper, ca- 
pable of being agreeable, and even animating society, for 
those who write themselves in the vaward of youth ; an 
advantage which I have lost for these five-and-thirty 
years. The contents of the packet I had no difficulty in 
guessing, and have partly hinted at them in the last chap- 
ter. But, to instruct the reader in the particulars, and at 
the same time to indulge myself with recalling the virtues 
and agreeable qualities of my late friend, I will give a 
short sketch of her manners and habits. 

Mrs. Martha Bethune Baliol was a person of qualify 
and fortune, as these are esteemed in Scotland. Her 
family was ancient, and her connexions honourable. She 
was not fond of specially indicating her exact age^ but 
her juvenile recollections stretched backwards till before 
the eventful year 1745 ; and she remembered the High- 
land clans being in possession of the Scottish capital, 
though probably only as an indistinct vision. Her for- 
tune, independent by her father's bequest, was rendered 
opulent by the death of more than one brave brother, who 
fell successively in the service of their country ; so that the 
family estates became vested in the only surviving child 
of the ancient house of Bethune Baliol. My intimacy 
was formed with the excellent lady after this event, and 
when she was already something advanced in age. 

She inhabited, when in Edinburgh, where she regularly 
spent the winter season, one of those old hotels, which, 
till of late, were to be found in the neighbourhood of the 
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Canongate, and of the Palace of Holyrood-honse, and 
which, separated from the street, now dirty and vulgar, 
hj paved conrts, and gardens of some extent, made 
amends for an indifferent access, by showing something 
of aristocratic state and seclusion, when you were once 
admitted within their precincts. They have pulled her 
house down ; for, indeed, betwixt building and burning, 
every ancient monument of the Scottish capital is now 
likely to be utterly demolished. I pause on the recollect- 
tions of the place, however ; and since nature has denied 
a pencil when she placed a pen in my hand, I will en- 
deavour to make words answer the purpose of delinea- 
tion. 

Baliol's Lodging, so was the mansion named, reared its 
high stack of chimneys, among which were seen a turret 
or two, and one of those small projecting platforms, called 
bartizans, above the mean and modern buildings which 
line the south side of the Canongate, towards the lower 
end of that street, and not distant from the Palace. A 
porte cochere, having a wicket for foot-passengers, was, 
upon due occasion, unfolded by a lame old man, tall, 
grave, and thin, who tenanted a hovel beside the gate, and 
acted as porter. To this office he had been promoted by 
my friend's charitable feelings for an old soldier, and 
partly by an idea, that his head, which was a very fine 
one, bore some resemblance to that of Garrick in the 
character of Lusignan. He was a man saturnine, silent, 
and slow in his proceedings, and would never open the 
porte cochere to a hackney coach ; indicating the wicket 
with his finger, as the proper passage for all who came in 
that obscure vehicle, which was not permitted to degrade 
with its ticketed presence the dignity of Baliol's Lodging. 
I do not think this peculiarity would have met with hi* 
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lady's approbation, anj more than the occasional partial* 
itj of Lusignan, or, as mortals called him, Archj Mao- 
readj, to a dram. Bat Mrs. Martha Bethune Baliol, 
conscious that, in case of conviction, she could never have 
prevailed upon herself to dethrone the King of Palestine 
from the stone bench on which he sat for hours knitting 
his stocking, refused, by accrediting the intelligence, even 
to put him upon his trial ; well judging that he would 
observe more wholesome caution if he conceived his char- 
acter unsuspected, than if he were detected, and suffered 
to pass unpunished. For afler all, she said, it would be 
cruel to dismiss an old Highland soldier for a peccadillo 
so appropriate to his country and profession. 

The stately gate for carriages, or the humble accom- 
modation for foot-passengers, admitted ^ into a narrow and 
short passage, running between two rows of lime-trees, 
whose green foliage, during the spring, contrasted strange- 
ly with the swart complexion of the two walls by the side 
of which they grew. This access led to the front of the 
house, which was formed by two gable ends, notched, and 
having their windows adoi'ned with heavy architectural 
ornaments ; they joined each other at right angles ; and 
a half circular tower, which contained the entrance and 
ihe staircase, occupied the point of junction, and rounded 
the acute angle. One of other two sides of the little 
court, in which there was just sufficient room to turn a 
carriage, was occupied by some low buildings answering 
the purpose of offices ; the other, by a parapet surrounded 
by a highly-ornamented iron railing, twined round with 
honeysuckle and other parasitical shrubs, which permitted 
the eye to peep into a pretty suburban garden, extending 
down to the road called the South Back of the Canon- 
gate, and boasting a number of old trees, many flowers. 



^ 



Digitized 



by Google 



CHBONICLES OF THE CANONGATE. 249 

and even some fruit We must not forget to state, that 
the extreme cleanliness of the court-yard was such as 
intimated that mop and pail had done their utmost in that 
favoured spot, to atone for the general dirt and dinginess 
of the quarter where the premises were situated. 

Over the doorwaj were the arms of Bethune and Ba- 
liol, with various other devices carved in stone ; the door 
itself was studded with iron nails, and formed of black 
oak ; an iron nsp,* as it was called, was placed on it, in« 
stead of a knocker, for the purpose of summoning the 
attendants. He who usually appeared at the summons 
was a smart lad, in a handsome livery, the son of Mrs. 
Martha's gardener at Mount Baliol. Now and then a 
servant girl, nicely but plainly dressed, and fully accou- 
tred with stockings and shoes, would perform this duty ; 
and twice or thrice I remember being admitted by Beauf- 
fet himself, whose exterior looked as much like that of a 
clergyman of rank as the butler of a gentleman's family. 

' * The ingenioTis Mr. B. Chambers's Traditions of Edinburgh giye 
the following account of the forgotten nsp or risp: — 

" This house had a pin or riqf at the door, instead of the more mod- 
em convenience, a knocker. The pin, rendered interesting by the 
figure which it makes in Scottish song, was formed of a small rod of 
iron, twisted or notched, which was placed perpendicularly, starting 
out a little from the door, and bore a small ring of the same metal, 
which an applicant for admittance drew rapidly up and down the 
nicks, so as to produce a grating sound. Sometimes the rod was simply 
stretched across the vizz^ng hole, a convenient aperture through which 
the porter could take cognizance of the person applying; in which 
case it acted also as a stanchion. These were almost all disused about 
sixty years ago, when knockers were generally substituted as more 
genteel. But knockers at that time did not long remain in repute, 
though they have never been altogether superseded, even by bells, in 
the Old Town. The comparative merit of knockers and pins was for 
a long time a subject bf doubt, and many knockers got their heads 
twisted off in the course of the dispute." — Chambers's TradiUom 
fflkSnbwgh, 
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He had been valet-de-chambre to the last Sir RichaM 
Bethune Baliol, and was a person highly trusted by the 
present lady. A foil stand, as it is called in Scotland, of 
garments of a dark colour, gold buckles in his shoes, and 
at the knees of his breeches, with his hair regularly 
dressed and powdered, announced him to be a domestic 
of trust and importance. His mistress used to say of 

him. 

He's sad and civil^ 
And suits well for a servant with my fortunes. 

As no one can escape scandal, some said that Beoufibt 
jnade a rather better thing of the place than the mod^ 
esty of his old-fashioned wages would, unassisted, have 
amounted to. But the man was always very civil to me. 
He had been long in the family ; had enjoyed legacies^ 
and laid by a something of his own, upon which he now 
enjoys ease with dignity, in as far as his newly-married 
wife, Tibbie Shortacres, will permit himv 

The Lodging — Dearest reader, if you are tired, pray 
pass over the next four or ^ve page»-^was not by any 
means so large as its external appearance led people to 
conjecture. The interior accommodation was much cut 
up by cross walls and long passages, and that neglect of 
economizing space which characterizes old Scottish archr-* 
tecture. But there was far more room than my old 
friend required, even when she had, as was often the case, 
four or five young cousms under her protection ; and I 
believe much of the house was unoccupied. Mrs. Be- 
thune Baliol never, in my presence, showed herself so 
much offended, as once with a meddling person who ad- 
vised her to have the windows of these supernumerary 
apartments built up, to save the tax. She said in ire, 
that, while she lived, the light of God should visit the 
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house of her fathers ; and while she had a penny, king 
and country should have their due. Indeed, she was 
punctiliously loyal, even in that most staggering test of 
loyalty, the payment of imposts. Mr. Beauffet told me 
he was ordered to offer a glass of wine to the person who 
collected the income tax, and that the poor man was so 
overcome by a reception so unwontedly generous, that he 
had well-nigh fainted on the spot 

You entered by a matted anteroom into the eating par- 
lour, filled with old-fashioned fumitui<e, and hung with 
family portraits, which, excepting one of Sir Bernard 
Bethune, in James the Sixth's time, said to be by Jame- 
son, were exceedingly frightful. A saloon, as it was 
called, a long narrow chamber, led out of the dining par- 
lour, and served for a drawing-room. It was a pleasant 
apartment, loqking out upon the south flank of Holyrood- 
house, the gigantic slope of Arthur*s Seat, and the girdle 
of lofty rocks called Salisbury Crags ; * objects so rudely 
wild that the mind can hardly conceive them to exist in 
the vicinage of a populous metropolis. The paintings of 
the saloon came from abroad, and had son^e of them much 
merit. To see the best of them, however, you must be 
admitted into the very penetralia of the temple, and 
allowed to draw the tapestry at the upper end of the sa- 
loon, and enter Mrs. Martha's own special dressing-room. 
This was a charming apartment, of which it would be 
difficult to describe the form, it had so many recesses, 
which were filled up with shelves of ebony, and cabinets of 
japan and or molu ; some for holding books, of which Mrs. 

♦ The Rev. Mr. Bowles derives the name of these crags, as of the 
Spiscopal city in the west of England, from the same root; both, in 
his opinion, which he very ably defends and illustrates, having been 
the sites of droidical temples. 
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Martha had an admirable collection, some for a display 
of ornamental china, others for shells and similar carios- 
ities. In a little niche, half screened by a curtain of 
crimson silk, was disposed a suit of tilting armour of 
bright steel, inlaid with silver, which had been worn on 
some memorable occasion, by Sir Bernard Bethune, 
already mentioned ; while over the canopy of the niche, 
hung the broadsword with which her father had attempted 
to change the fortunes of Britain in 1715, and the spon- 
toon which her elder brother bore when he was leading 
on a company of the Black Watch * at Fontenoy. 

There were some Italian and Flemish pictures of ad- 
mitted authenticity, a few genuine bronzes and other 
objects of curiosity, which her brothers or herself had 
picked up while abroad. In short, it was a place where 
the idle were tempted to become, studiou^, the studious 
to grow idle — where the grave might find matter to make 
them gay, and the gay subjects for gravity. 

That it might maintain some title to its name, I must 
not forget to say, that the lady's dressing-room exhibited 
a superb mirror, framed in silver filigree work ; a beauti- 
ful toilet, the cover of which was of Flanders lace ; and 
a set of boxes corresponding in materials and work to 
the frame of the mirror. 

This dressing apparatus, however, was mere matter 
of parade : Mrs. Martha Bethune BaHol always went 
through the actual duties of the toilet in an inner apart- 
ment, which corresponded with her sleeping-room by a 
small detached staircase. There were, I believe, more 

* The well-known original designation of the gallant 42d Regiment 
Being the first corps raised for the royal service in the Highlands, and 
allowed to retain their national garb, they were thus named from the 
contrast which their dark tartans furnished to the scarlet and white 
of the other regiments. 
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than one of those turnpike stairs, as they were calledi 
about the house, by which the public rooms, all of which 
entered through each other, were accommodated with sep- 
arate and independent modes of access. In the little 
boudoir we have described, Mrs. Martha Baliol had her 
choicest meetings. She kept early hours ; and if yon 
went in the morning, you must not reckon that space of 
day as extending beyond three o'clock, or four at the 
utmost. These vigilant habits were attended with some 
restraint on her visitors, but they were indemnified by 
your always finding the best society, and the best informa- 
tion, which was to be had for the day in the Scottish ^p- 
ital. Without at all affecting the blue stocking, she liked 
books — ^they amused her — ^and if the authors were per- 
sons of character, she thought she owed them a debt of 
civility, which she loved to discharge by personal kind- 
ness. When she gave a dinner to a small party, which 
she did now and then, she had the good nature to look 
for, and the good luck to discover, what sort of people 
suited each other best, and chose her company as Duke 
Theseus did his hounds, 

matched in month like bells, 

Each under each^^WF 

80 that every guest could take his part in the cry ; instead 
of one mighty Tom of a fellow, like Dr. Johnson, silenc- 
ing all besides, by the tremendous depth of his diapason. 
On such occasions she afibrded chh'e exquise ; and every 
now and then there was some dish of French, or even 
Scottish derivation, which, as well as the numerous assort- 
ment of vins extraardinaires produced by Mr. Beauffet, 
gave a sort of antique and foreign air to the entertain- 
ment, which rendered it more interesting. 

• Shakspeaie^s Midsummer Night's Dream, Act IV. So 1. 
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It was a great thing to be asked to such parties ; and 
fiot less so to be invited to the early converscudone^ which, 
Jin spite of &shion, by dint of the best coffee, the finest 
tea, and chasse cafe that would have called the dead to 
life, she contrived now and then to -assemble in her saloon 
already mentioned at the unnatural hour of eight in the 
evening. At such times, the cheerful old lady seemed to 
ienjoy herself so much in the happiness of her guests, that 
ihey exerted themselves, in turn, to prolong her amuse- 
ment and their own ; and a certain charm was excited 
around, seldom to be met with in parties of pleasure, and 
which was founded on the general desire of every one 
present to contribute something to the common amuse- 
ment 

But, although it was a great privilege to be admitted to 
wait on my excellent friend in the morning, or be invited 
to her dinner or evening parties, I prized still higher the 
right which I had acquired, by old acquaintance, of vistt- 
iog Baliol's Lodging, upon the chance of finding its ven- 
erable inhabitant preparing for tea, just about six o'clock 
in the evening. It was only to two or three old friends 
that she permitted this freedom, nor was this sort of 
chance-party ever allowed to extend itsetf beyond five in 
number. The answer to those who came later, announced 
that the company was filled up for the evening ; which 
had the double effect, of making those who waited on 
Mrs. Bethune Baliol in this unceremonious manner punc- 
tual in observing her hour, and of adding the zest of a 
little difficulty to the enjoyment of the party. 

It more frequently happened that only one or two per- 
sons partook of this refreshment on the same evening \ 
or, supposing the case of a single gentleman, Mrs. Map- 
tha, though she did not hesitate to admit him to her bou- 
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doir, after the privilege of the French and the old Scot- 
tish school, took care, as she used to say, to preserve all 
possible propriety, by commanding the attendance of her 
principal female attendant, Mrs. Alice Lambskin, who 
might, from the gravity and dignity of her appearance, 
have sufficed to matronize a whole boarding-school, in- 
stead of one maiden lady of eighty and upwards. A 
the weather p^mitt^, Mrs. Alice sat duly remote from 
the company in a fauteuil behind the projecting chimney- 
piece, or in Une embrasure of a window, and prosecuted 
in Carthusian silence, with indefatigable zeal, a piece of 
embroidery, which seemed no bad emblem of eternity. 

But I have neglected aU tMs wMle to introduce my 
friend herself to the reader, at least so &r as words can 
convey the peculiarities by which her appearance and 
conversation were distinguished. 

A little woman, with ordinary features, and an ordinary 
form, and hair, which in youth had no decided colour, we 
may believe Mrs. Martha, when she said of herself that 
she was never remarkable for personal charms ; a modest 
admission, which was readily coafirmed by certain old 
ladies, her contemporaries, who, whatever might have 
been the youthful advantages which they more than hinted 
had been formerly their own share, were now, in personal 
appearance, as well as in every thing else, fax inferior to 
my accomplished friend Mrs. Martha's features had 
been of a kind which might be said to wear well ; theip 
irregularity was now of little cousequenoe,. animated as 
they were by the vivacity of her conversation ; her teeth 
were excellent, and her eyes, although inclining to gray, 
were lively, laughing, and undtnuzked by time. A slight 
labade of complezioQ, more brilliant than her years prom- 
ised, subjected my firiead* amongst atraogers, to the sus- 
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picion of having stretched her foreign habits as far as the 
prudent touch of the rouge. But it was a calumny ; for 
when telling or listening to an interesting and affecting 
story, I have seen her colour come and go as if it played 
on the cheek of eighteen. 

Her hair, whatever its former deficiencies, was now the 
most beautiful white that time could bleach, and was dis- 
posed with some degree of pretension, though in the sim- 
plest manner possible, so as to appear neatly smoothed 
under a cap of Flanders lace, of an old-fashioned, but, as 
I thought, of a very handsome form, which undoubtedly 
has a name, and I would endeavour to recur to it, if I 
thought it would make my description a bit more intelli- 
gible. 1 think I have heard her say these favourite caps 
had been her mother's, and had come in fashion with a 
peculiar kind of wig used by the gentlemen about the 
time of the battle of Ramillies. The rest of her dress 
was always rather costly and distinguished, especially in 
the evening. A silk or satin gown, of some colour be- 
coming her age, and of a form which, though complying 
to a certain degree with the present fashion, had always 
a reference to some more distant period, was garnished 
with triple ruffles ; her shoes had diamond buckles, and 
were raised a little at heel, an advantage which, possessed 
in her youth, she alleged her size would not permit her 
to forego in her old age. She always wore rings, brace- 
lets, and other ornaments of value, either for the mate- 
rials or the workmanship ; nay, perhaps she was a little 
profuse in this species of display. But she wore them 
as subordinate matters, to which the habit of being con- 
stantly in high life rendered her indifferent. She wore 
them because her rank required it ; and thought no more 
of them as articles of finery, than a gentleman dressed 
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Ibr dinner thinki of his dean linen littd well4>i*d^ed co^tt, 
the consdottsness of whidi embarrasses the rastic beau 
on' a Sunday. 

Now and then, however, if a gem or omamtBUt chanced 
to be noticed for its beauty or singularity, the observatiOft 
usually led the Way to aa entertaining aeeottnl of the 
manner in which it had been acquired, or the person ih>fil 
whom it had descended to its present possessor. On such 
and similar occasions my old fHend spoke willingly, which 
IS not unoomm<m ; but she also> which is more rare^ spokn 
remarkably well, and had in h^ little narratives eoncem*- 
ing foreign parts, or fCNrmer days, which formed an inteis 
etting part of her conYerisatlon, the singular art of di^ 
aiissing all the usual protracted tautology respecting time, 
place, and circumstances^ n^ich is apt to settle like a mist 
upon the cold and languid tales of age, and at the same 
time of bringing forward, dwelling upon, and illustrating, 
those incidents and characters which give point and inter* 
est to the story. 

She had, as we have hinted, travelled a good deal in 
foreign countries : for a brother, to whom she was much 
attached, had been sent upon various missions of national 
unportance to the omtinent, and she had more than once 
embraced the opportunity of accompanying him. Thid 
fomished a great addition to the information which she 
eould supply, espedally during the last war, when the 
oontinent was for so many years hermetically sealed 
against the English nation. But, besides, Mrs. Bethune 
Baliol visited distant countries, not in the modern fashion^ 
when English travel in caravans together) and see in 
France and Italy little besides the same dodety which 
they might have enjoyed at home. On the contrary, she 
mingled, when abroad, with the natives of those oountriOs 

VOL. zzzvm. 17 
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she visited, and enjoyed at once the advantage of their 
society, and the pleasure of comparing it with that of 
Britain. 

In the course of her becoming habituated with foreign 
manners, Mrs. Bethune Baliol had, perhaps, acquired 
some slight tincture of them herself. Yet I was always 
persuaded, that the peculiar vivacity of look and manner 
— ^the pointed and appropriate \ action — with which she 
accompanied what she said — ^the use of the gold and 
gemmed tabaiiere, or rather I should say honbonnierey 
(for she took no snuff, and the little box contained only a 
few pieces of candied angelica, or some such lady-like 
sweetmeat,) were of real old-fashioned Scottish growth, 
and such as might have graced the tea-table of Susannah^ 
Countess of Eglinton,* the patroness of Allan Ramsay, 

m Susannah Kennedy, daughter of Sh: Archibald Kennedy of Cul* 
lean, Bart., by Elizabetlx Lesly, daughter of David Lord Newark, third 
wife of Alexander 9th Earl of Eglinton, and mother of the 10th and 
11th Earls. She survived her husband, who died 1729, no less than 
fifty-seven years, and died March, 17t:0, in her 91st year. Allan Ram- 
say's Gentle Shepherd, published 1726, is dedicated to her, in verse, 
by Hamilton of Bangour. 

The following account of this distinguished lady is taken from Bos- 
well's Life of Johnson by Mr. Croker: — 

** Lady Margaret Dalrymple, only daughter of John Earl of Stair, 
married in 1700, to Hugh, Third Earl of Loudoun. She died in 1777, 
aged one hundred. Of this venerable lady, and of the Countess of £g- 
lintoune, whom Johnson visited next day, he thus speaks in his Jour^ 
ftsey. — ^'Length of life is distributed impartially to very different modes 
cf life, in very different climates; and the mountains have no greater 
examples of age than the Lowlands, where I was introduced to two la- 
dies of high quality, one of whom (Lady Loudoun) in her ninety-fourth 
year, presided at her table with the full exercise of all her powers: 
and the other, (Lady Eglintoune,) had attained her eighty-fourth year, 
without any diminution of her vivacity, and little reason to accuM 
time of depredations on her beauty.' " 

« « « * « 

*^Lady Eglintoime, though she was now in her eighty-fifth year, and 
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or of the Hon. Mrs. Colonel Ogilvj, who was another 
mirror by whom the maide|ts of Auld Beekie were re* 
quired to dress themselves. Although well acquainted 
with the customs of other countries, her manners had 
been chiefi j formed in her own, at a time when great folk 
lived within little space, and when the distinguished names 

had lived in the retirement of the coontrj for ahnost half a centary, 
'was still a very agreeable woman. She was of the noble house of 
Kennedy, and had all the elevation which the consciousness of snch 
birth inspires. Her figure was majestic, her manners high-bred, her 
reading extensive, and her conversation elegant. She had been the 
admiration of the gay circles of life, and the patroness of poets. Dr. 
Johnson was delighted with his reception here. Her principles in 
chnroh and state were congenial with his. She knew all his merit, 
and had heard much of him from her son, Earl Alexander, who loved 
to cultivate the acquaintance of men of talents in every department." , 

* m « « ' « 

" In the course of our conversation this day, it came out that Lady 
Eglintonne was married the year before Dr. Johnson was bom; upon 
which she graciously said to him, that she might have been his mother, 
and that she now adopted him, and when we were going away, she 
embraced him, saying, * My dear son, farewell ! ' My friend was much 
pleased with this day*s entertainment, and owned that I had done well 
to force him out.** 

* « « « « 

^' At Sir Alexander Dick's, from that absence of mind to which 
every man is at times subject, I told, in a blundering manner. Lady 
Eglintoune*s complimentary adoption of Dr. Johnson as her son; for I 
unfortimately stated that her ladyship adopted him as her son, in con- 
sequence of her having been married the year after he was bom. Dr. 
JohnaoD. instantly corrected liie. * Sir, don*t you perceive that you 
are defaming &e Countess? For, supposing me to be her son, and 
that she was not married till the year after my birth, I must have been 
her natttral son.* A yoimg lady of quality who was present, very 
handsomely said, ' Might not the son have justified the fault? ' My 
friend was much flattered by this compliment, which he never forgot. 
When in more than ordinary spirits, and talking of his journey in 
Scotland, he has called to me, * Boswell, what was it that the young 
lady of quality said of me at Sir Alexander Dick*s? ' Nobody will 
doubt that I was happy in repeating it.'* 
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of the highest society gave to Edinburgh the iclat^ which 
we now endeavour to derive from die tinboanded expense 
and extended circle of our pleasures. 

I was more oonfirmed in this opinion, by the peculiarity 
of the dialect which Mrs. Baliol used. It was Scottish, 
decidedly Scottish, often containing phrases and w<Mds 
little used in the present day. But then her tone and 
mode of pronunciation were as different from the usual 
accent of the ordinary Scotch patoisj as the accent of 
St. James's is from that of Billingsgate* The vowek 
were not pronounced much broader than in the Italian 
language, and there was none of the disagreeable drawl 
which is so offensive to southern ears. In short, it 
seemed to be the Scottish as spoken by the ancient court 
of Scotland, to which no idea of vulgarity could be at- 
tached ; and the lively manner and gestures with which 
it was accompanied, were so completely in accord with 
the sound of the voice and the style of talking, that I 
cannot assign them a different origin. In long derivation, 
perhaps, the manner of the Scottish court might have 
been originally formed on that of France, to which it had 
certainly some affinity ; but I will live and die in the be- 
lief, that those of Mrs. Baliol, as pleasing as they were 
peculiar, came to her by direct descent from the hig^ 
dames who anciently adorned with their presence the 
royal halls of Holyrood. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

KRS. BALIOL ASSISTS MB. CBOFTANGBT JN mS LXTSS* 
ABT SPECULATIONS. 

Such as I have described Mrs. Bethune Balioly ikt 
reader will easily believe that when I thought of the mis* 
cellaneous nature of my work, I rested upon the informa^ 
tion she possessed, and her communicative disposition, as 
one of the principal supports of mj enterprise. Indeed, 
she by no means disapproved of my proposed publication, 
though expressing herself very doubtful how far she could 
personally assist it — ^a doubt which might be perhaps set 
down to a little lady-like eoquetry, which required to be 
sued for the boon she was not unwilling to grant Or, 
perhaps, the good old lady, conscious that her unusual 
term of years must soon draw to a close, preferired be^ 
queathing the materials in the shape of a legacy, to sub- 
jecting them to the judgment of a critical public during 
her lifetime. 

Many a time I use<^ in our conversati{NQS of the Caur 
ongate, to resume my request of assistance, from a sense 
that my friend was the most valuable depositary of Scot- 
tish traditions that was probably now to be found. This 
was a subject on which my mind was so much made up, 
that when I heard her carry her description of manners 
so far back beyond her own time, and describe bow 
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Fletcher of Salton spoke, how Graham of Qaverhouse 
danced, what were the jewels worn by the famous Doch- 
ess of Lauderdale, and how she came by them, I could 
not help telling her I thought her some fairy, who cheated 
us by retaining the appearance of a mortal of our own 
day, when, i^ fact, she had witnessed the revolutions of 
centuries. She was much diverted when I required her 
to take some solemn oath that she had not danced at the 
balls given by Mary of Este, when her unhappy hus- 
band* occupied Holyrood in a species of honourable 
banishment ;— or asked, whether she could not recollect 
Charles the Second, when he came to Scotland in 1650, 
and did not possess some slight recollections of the bold 
usurper who drove him beyond the Forth. 

" Beau couHrty* she said, laughing, " none of these do 
I remember personally; but you must know there has 
been wonderfully little change on my natural temper from 
youth to age. From which it follows, cousin, that being 
even now something too young in spirit for the years 
which Time has marked me in his calendar, I was, when 
a girl, a little too old for those of my own standing, and 
as much inclined at that period to keep the society of 
elder persons, as I am now disposed to admit the com- 
pany of gay young fellows of fifty or sixty like yourself, 
rather than collect about me all the octogenarians. Now, 
although I do not actually come from Elfland, and there- 
fore cannot boast any personal knowledge of the great 
personages you inquire about, yet I have seen and beard 
those who knew them well, and who have given me as 
distinct an account of them as I could give you myself 

* The Duke of York, afterwards James II., frequently resided in 
Holyrood-honse, when his religion rendered him an object of snspicioo 
to the English Parliament 
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of the Empress Queen, or Frederick of Prussia ; and I 
will frankly add/' said she, laughing and offering her ban- 
honnierey " that 1 have heard so much of the years which 
immediately succeeded the Bevolution, that I sometimes 
am apt to confuse the vivid descriptions fixed on my mem- 
ory by the frequent and animated recitation of others, for 
things which I myself have actually witnessed. I caught 

myself but yesterday describing to Lord M the riding 

of the last Scottish Parliament, with as much minuteness 
as if I had seen it, as my mother did, from the balcony 
in front of Lord Moray's Lodging in the Canongate." 

^ I am sure you must have given Lord M a high 

treat." 

" I treated him to a hearty laugh, I believe," she re- 
plied; "but it is you, you vile seducer of youth, who 
lead me into such follies. But I will be on my guard 
against my own weakness. I do not well know if the 
wandering Jew is supposed to have a wife, but I should 
be sorry a decent middle-aged Scottish gentlewoman 
should be suspected of identity with such a supernatural 
person." 

" For all that, I must torture you a little more, ma heUe 
cousine, with my interrogatories ; for how shall I ever 
turn author unless on the strength of the information 
which you have so often procured me on the ancient state 
of manners ? " 

** Stay, I cannot allow you to give your points of in- 
quiry a name so very venerable, if I am expected to 
answer them. Ancient is a term for antediluvians. You 
may catechise me about the battle of Flodden, or ask par- 
ticulars about Bruce and Wallace, under pretext of curi- 
osity after ancient manners ; and that last subject would 
wake my Baliol blood, you know." 
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^ Well, biit> Mrs. Batioly suppose we settle our era :— 
yoa do QQi cfil) the mM^easioii oi James the Sixth to the 
kingdom of Britam verj aneient ? " 

^' Umph I Q^ coosinr^I think I couM teU joo more of 
that than folk iiow-«*dajs romember,*— iRH* instance, that 
as James was trooping towards England, bag and baggage, 
his journey was stopped near Cockenzie by meeting the 
funeral of the Earl of Winton, the old and fidthful. ser- 
vant and follower of his ill4ated mother, poor Mary! 
It was an ill oinen for the infore, and so was seen of il^ 
oousin." * 

I did not choose to prosecute this subject, well knowing 
Mrs. Bethune Baliol did not like to be much pressed on 
the subject of the Stewarts, whose misft>rtunes she pitied, 
the rather that her father had espoused their eause.^ And 
yet her attachment to the pres^it dynasty being very sin- 
cere, and even ardent, more especially as her family had 
served his late Majesty both in peace and war, she expe- 
ri^ced a httle embarrassment in reconciling her opinions 
respecting the exited femily, with those she entertained 

* The incident here, alluded to is thus narrated iA KlchoLs* Pro- 
gresses of James I. vol. iii. p. 806. 

^ The family" (of Winton) ^ owed its first elevation to the nnion of 
Sir Christopher $eton with a sister of King Rob^ Brace. With King 
James VI. they acquired great fe,vour> who, haviflg created his brother 
Earl of Dunfermline in 1699, made Robert, seventh liOrd Seton, Earl 
of Winton in 1600. Before the King's accession to the English throne, 
his Majesfy and the Queen were frequeojtly at Seton, where the Earl 
kept a very hospitable table, at which all foreigners of quality wei« 
entertained on their visits to Scotland. His Lordship died in 1608, and 
was buried on the 5th of April, on the very day the King left Edin* 
burgh fi>r England. His Majesty, we are told, was pleased to rest him- 
se^UT at the southwest round of the orchard of Seton, on the highway, 
till the funeral was over, that he might not withdraw the noUe com- 
pany ; and he said that he had lost a good, faithful, and loynl subject." 
—Nichols' Progresses of K. Jame» I. vol. iii. p. 806. 
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ibr the present In faet, like many an old Jacobite, she 
was contented to be somewhat inconsistent cm the sabjeot, 
eomforting herself, that now e^ery thing stood as it ought 
to do, and that there was no use in looking back nar- 
rowly on the light or wrcmg of ih» matter half a ceatnrj 
ago. 

^The Highknds," I suggested, <<shoidd furnish you 
with ample subjects ci reooUediott. You hare witnessed 
the complete change of that primeval country, and have 
seen a race not fkt removed frcHn the earliest period of 
sodety, melted down into the great maes of civilizatioD ; 
and that could not happen without incidents striking in 
themselves, and curious as chapters in the history of the 
human race/' 

^ It is very true,'* said Mrs. Baliol ; ^ one would think 
it should have struck the observers greatly, and yet it 
scarcely did so. For me, I was no Highlander myself, 
and the Highland chiefs of old, of whom I certainly 
knew several, had little in their manners to distingui^ 
them from the Lowland gentry, when they mixed in so- 
ciety in Edinburgh, and assumed the Lowland dress. 
Their peculiar character was for the dansmen at home ; 
and you must not imagine that they swaggered about in 
plaids and broadswords at the Cross, or came to the 
Assembly-IUxMns in bonnets and kilts." 

*^ I remember," said I, ^ that Swift, in his journal, telts 
Stella he had dined in the house of a Scots nobleman, 
with two Highland chiefs, whom he had found as well- 
bred men as he had ever met with." * 

* ExTRAor OF Joim»Ax. TO SnKLA.--*'* I dlsed to-day, (12th 
Maroh, 1712,) irltk Lord TrBasurer and two gtnttomeB of the HighlaBde 
of Seotland, jet very polite meo."— Swift^b WMbs^ toI. iii pu t 
Edin. 1824. 
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"Very likely," said my friend. "The extremes of 
society approach much more closely to each other than 
perhaps the Dean of Saint Patrick's expected. The 
savage is always to a certain degree polite. Besides, 
going always armed, and having a very punctilious idea 
of their own gentility and consequence, they usually be- 
haved to each other and to the Lowlanders, with a good 
deal of formal politeness, which sometimes even procured 
them the character of insincerity." 

" Falsehood belongs to an early period of society, as 
well as the deferential forms which we style politeness," 
I replied. " A child does not see the least moral beauty 
in truth, until he has been flogged half-a-dozen times. It 
is so easy, and apparently so natural, to deny what you can- 
not be easily convicted of, that a savage as well as a child 
lies to excuse himself, almost as instinctively as he raises 
his hand to protect his head. The old saying, < confess 
and be hanged,' carries much argument in it. I observed 
a remark the other day in old Birrel. He mentions that 
McGregor of Glenstrae and some of his people had sur- 
rendered themselves to one of the Earls of Argyle, upon 
the express condition that they should be conveyed safe 
into England. The MacAllan Mhor of the day kept the 
word of promise, but it was only to the ear. He indeed 
sent his captives to Berwick, where they had an airing on 
the other side of the Tweed, but it was under the custody 
of a strong guard, by whom they were brought back to 
Edinburgh, and delivered to the executioner. This, Bir- 
rel calls keeping a Highlandman's promise." * 

* ** The 2 of Ootr: (1608) Allaster MaoGregor of Glenstrae tane be 
the laird Arkynles, hot esoapit agauie; hot after taken be the Earle of 
Argyll the 4 of Jannarii, and brought to Edr: the 9 of Jannar: 1604, 
wt: 18 mae of hes friendes MacGregors. He wes convoyit to Berwick 
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"Well," replied Mrs. Baliol, « I might add, that many 
of the Highland chiefs whom I knew in former days had 
been brought up in France, which might improve their 
politeness, though perhaps it did not amend their sincer- 
ity. But considering, that, belonging to the depressed 
aud defeated faction in the state, they were compelled 
sometimes to use dissimulation, you must set their uni- 
form fidelity to their iriends against their occasional false- 
hood to their enemies, and then you will not judge poor 
John Highlandman too severely. They were in a state 
of society where bright lights are strongly contrasted 
with deep shadows." 

" It is to that point I would bring you, ma belle coutine, 
— and therefore they are most proper subjects for compo- 
sition.*' 

" And you want to turn composer, ^ly good friend, and 
set my old tales to some popular tune ? But there have 
been too many composers, if that be the word, in the field 
before. The Highlands were indeed a rich mine ; but 
they have, I think, been fairly wrought out, as a good 
tune is grinded into vulgarity when it descends to the 
hurdy-gurdy, and the barrel-organ." 

" If it be really tune,* I replied, " it will recover its 
better qualities when it gets into the hands of better 
artists." 

be the gaird, conform to the Earless promes; for he promesit to put 
him out of Scottis grand: Sua he keipit an Hielandman's promes in 
respect he sent the gaird to conToy him out of Scottis grand; bot yai 
wer not directit to pairt wt: him, bot to fetche him bak againe. The 
18 of Jannar, he came at evin a^ine to Edinburghe; and upone the 
20 day, he was hangit at the crosse, and ij of his freindes and name, 
upon ane gallows: himself being chieff, he was hangit his awin hight 
above the rest of hes fidendis." — Bibrell's Dictryt {in Dalzell's 
FragmerUa of ScotUth Bstory,) pp. 60, 61. 
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" Umph J ** said Mr& Baliol, tapping her box, *< we are 
bappy in oar own good opinion this evening, Mr. Crofb- 
angrj. A«4 so 70a think 70a can restore the gloss to 
the tartan, which U has lost b7 being dragged through so 
wan7 fingers ? " 

^ With yo^r aasistaBee to procure materials, m7 dear 
Jmlj, much, I think, may be done." 

^ WeU*--I must do my best, I suppose ; though all I 
know about the Gael is but of little oonsequeneer^ndced^ 
I gathered it chiefly from Donald MacLeish." • 

^ And who Kkight Donald MacLeish be ? " 

" Neither bard nor sennachie, I assure you ; nor monk, 
nor hermit, the a]p|>roYed authorities for old traditions. 
Donald was as good a postilion as ever drove a chaise 
and pair between Glencroe and Inverary. I assure you^ 
when I give you my Highland anecdotes, you will hear 
much of Donald MacLeish. He was Alice Lambskin's 
beau and mine through a long Highland tour," 

^ But when am I to possess these anecdotes P-^Ton 
answer me 9» Harley did poor Prior- 
Let that be done which Mat doth say, 
* Yea,' quoth the Earl, * but not to-day.' " 

^ Well, man beau cousin, if jou begin to remind m^e 
of my cruelty, I must remind you it has struck nine o» 
the Abbey clock, and it is time you were going home to 
Little Croftangry. — For my promise to assist your anti- 
quarian researches, be assured, I will one day keep it to the 
utmost extent. It shall not be a Highlandman's promise, 
as your old citizen caQs it." 

I, by this time, suspected the purpose of my friend's 
procrastination ; and it saddened my heart to reflect that 
I was not to get the infornuition which I desir^? except- 
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ing in the shape of a legacj. I found accordingly, in the 
pm^et transmitted to me after the excellent lady's death, 
several anecdotes respecting the Highlands, from which I 
have selected that which follows, chiefly on account of its 
possessing great power over the feelings of my critical 
housekeeper, Janet MacEvoy, who wept most bitterly 
when I read it to her. 

It is, however, but a very simple tale, and may have 
no interest for persons beyond Janef s rank of life or 
understanding. 
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CHAPTER L 

It wound as near as near could bo, 

But what it Is she cannot tell; 

On the other side it seemM to be, 

Of the huge broad-breasted old oak-tree. 

GOUEBIDOI. 

Mbs. Bethune Baliol's Memorandum begins thus : 
It is five-and-thirty, or perhaps nearer forty years ago, 
since, to relieve the dejection of spirits occasioned by a 
great family loss sustained two or three months before, I 
undertook what was called the short Highland tour. This 
had become in some degree fashionable ; but though the 
military roads were excellent, yet the accommodation was 
80 indifferent, that it was reckoned a little adventure to 
accomplish it. Besides, the Highlands, though now as 
peaceable as any part of King George's dominions, was 
a sound which still carried terror, while so many survived 
who had witnessed the insurrection of 1745 ; and a vague 
idea of fear was impressed on many, as they looked from 
the towers of Stirling northward to the huge chain of 
mountains, which rises like a dusky rampart to conceal 
VOL. xxxvm. 18 

Digitized by VjOOglC 



^ 



274 WAVEBLET NOVELS. 

in its recesses a people, whose dress, maimers, and lan- 
guage, differed still very much from those of their Low- 
land countrymen. For my part, I come of a race not 
greatly subject to apprehensions arising from imagination 
only. I had some Highland relatives, knew several of 
their families of distinction ; and, though only having the 
company of my bower-maiden, Mrs. Alice Lambskin, I 
went on my jomney fearless. 

But then I had a guide and cicerone, almost equal to 
Greatheart in the Pilgrim's Progress, in no less a person 
than Donald MacLeish, the postilion whom I hired at 
Stirling, with a pair of able-bodied horses, as steady as 
Donald himself, to drag my carriage, my duenna, and 
myself, wheresoever it was my pleasure to go. 

Donald MacLeish was one of a race of post-boys, 
whom, I suppose, mail-coaches and steam-boats have put 
out of fashion. They were to be found chiefly at Perth, 
Stirling, or Glasgow, where they and their horses were 
usually hired by travellers, or tourists, to accomplish such 
journeys of business or pleasure as they might have to 
perform in the land of the Gael. This class of persons 
approached to the character of what is called abroad a 
conducteur; or might be compared to the sailing-master 
on board a British ship of war, who follows out after his 
own manner the course which the captain commands him 
to observe. You explained to your postilion the length 
of your tour, and the objects you were desirous it should 
embrace; and you found him perfectly competent to 
fix the places of rest or refreshment, with due atten- 
tion that those . should be chosen with reference to your 
convenience, and to any points of interest which you 
might desire to visit. 

The qualifications of such a person were necessarily 
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much superior to those of the " first ready," who gallops 
thrice-a-day over the same ten miles. Donald MacLeish, 
besides being quite alert at repairing aU ordinary acci- 
dents to his horses and carriage, and in making shift to 
support them, where forage was scarce, with such sub- 
stitutes as bannocks and cakes, was likewise a man of 
intellectual resources. He had acquired a general knowl- 
edge of the traditional stories of the country which he 
bad traversed so often ; and, if encouraged, (for Donald 
was a man of the most decorous reserve,) he would wil- 
lingly point out to you the site of the principal clan-bat- 
tles, and recount the most remarkable legends by which 
the road, and the objects which occurred in traveUing it, 
had been distinguished. There was some originality in 
the man's habits of thinking and expressing himself, his 
turn for legendary lore strangely contrasting with a por- 
tion of the knowing shrewdness belonging to his actual 
occupation, which made his conversation amuse the way 
well enough. 

Add to this, Donald knew all his peculiar duties in the 
country which he traversed so frequently. He could tell, 
to a day, when they would " be killing*' lamb at Tyndrum 
or Glenuilt ; so that the stranger would have some chance 
of being fed like a Christian ; and knew to a mile the last 
village where it was possible to procure a wheaten loaf, 
for the guidance of those who were little familiar with the 
Land of Cakes. He was acquainted with the road every 
mile, and could tell to an inch which side of a Highland 
bridge was passable, which decidedly dangerous.* In 

^ This is, or was at least, a necessary acoomplishment. In one of 
the most beautiful districts of the Highlands was, not many yean 
since, a bridge bearing this startling caution, *' Keep to the ri^t side, 
the left being dangerous." 
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flhort, Donald MacLeish was not only our ^ithftil attend- 
ant and steady servant, but our humble and obliging 
friend ; and though I have known the half-classical cice- 
rone of Italy, the talkative French valet-de-place, and 
even the muleteer of Spain, who piques himself on being 
a maize-eater, and whose honour is not to be questioned 
without danger, T do not think I have ever had so sensible 
and intelligent a guide. 

Our motions were of course under Donald's direction ; 
and it frequently happened, when the weather was se- 
rene, that we preferred halting to rest his horses even 
where there was no established stage, and taking our 
refreshment under a crag, from which leaped a waterfall, 
or beside the verge of a fountain enamelled with* verdant 
turf and wild-flowers. Donald had an eye for such spots, 
and though he had, I dare say, never read Gil Bias or 
Don Quixote, yet he chose such halting-places as Le 
Sage or Cervantes would have described. Very often, 
as he observed the pleasure I took in conversing with the 
country people, he would manage to ^x our place of rest 
near a cottage where there was some old Gael, whose 
broadsword had blazed at Falkirk or Preston, and who 
seemed the frail yet faithful record of times which had 
passed away. Or he would contrive to quarter us, as far 
as a cup of tea went, upon the hospitality of some parish 
minister of worth and intelligence, or some country family 
of the better class, who mingled with the wild simplicity 
of their original manners, and their ready and hospitable 
welcome, a sort of courtesy belonging to a people, the 
lowest of whom are accustomed to consider themselves as 
being, according to the Spanish phrase, " as good gentle- 
men £is the king, only not quite so rich." 

To all such persons Donald MacLeish was well known, 
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and his introduction passed as current as if we had 
brought letters from some high chief of the country. 

Sometimes it happened that the Highl$md hospitality 
which welcomed us with all the variety of mountain fare, 
preparations of milk and eggs, and girdle-cakes of various 
kinds, as well as more substantial dainties, according to 
the inhabitant's means of regaling the passenger, de- 
scended rather too exuberantly on Donald MacLeish in 
the shape of mountain dew. Poor Donald ! he was on 
stich occasions, like Gideon's fleece, moist with the noble 
element, which, of course, fell not on us. But it was his 
only fault, and when pressed to drink doch-an-dorroch to 
my ladyship's good health, it would have been ill taken 
to have refused the pledge, nor was he willing to do such 
discourtesy. It was, I repeat, his only fault, nor had we 
any great right to complain; for if it rendered him a 
little more talkative, it augmented his ordinary share of 
punctilious civility, and he only drove slower, and talked 
longer and more pompously than when he had not come 
by a drop of usquebaugh. It was, we remarked, only on 
such occasions that Donald talked with an air of impor- 
tance of the family of MacLeish ; and we had no title to 
be scrupulous in censuring a foible, the consequences of 
which were confined within such innocent limits. 

We became so much accustomed to Donald's mode of 
managing us, that we observed with some interest the art 
which he used to produce a little agreeable surprise, by 
concealing from us the spot where he proposed our halt 
to be made, when it was of an unusual and interesting 
character. This was so much his wont, that when he 
made apologies at setting off, for being obliged to stop in 
some strange solitary place, till the horses should eat the 
corn which he brought on with them for that purpose, our 



Digitized by VjOOglC 



278 WAVERLET NOVELS. 

imagination used to be on the stretch to guess what ro- 
mantic retreat he had secretly fixed upon for our noon* 
tide baiting-place. 

We had spent the greater part of the morning at the 
delightful village of Dalmally, and had gone upon the 
lake under the guidance of the excellent clergyman who 
was then incumbent at Glenorquhy,* and had heard a 
hundred' legends of the stem chiefs of Loch Awe, Dun- 
can with the thrum bonnet, and the other lords of the 
now mouldering towers of Kilchum.f Thus it was later 

* This venerable and hospitable gentleman's name was Maclntyre. 

t Loch Awe, upon the banks of which the scene of action took 
place, is thirty-four miles In length. The north side is bounded by 
wide muirs and inconsiderable hUls, which occupy an extent of coun- 
try from twelve to twenty miles in breadth, and the whole of this space 
is enclosed as by circumvallation. Upon the north it is barred by 
Loch Eitive, on the south by Loch Awe, and on the east by the dread- 
ful pass of Brandir, through which an arm of the latter lake opens, at 
about four miles from its eastern extremity, and discharges the river 
Awe into the former. The pass is about three miles in length ; its east 
side is bounded by the almost inaccessible steeps which form the base 
of the vast and rugged mountain of Cruachan. The crags rise in 
some places ahnost perpendicularly from the water, and for their chief 
extent show no space nor level at their feet, but a rough and narrow 
edge of stony beach. Upon the whole of these cliffs grows a thick 
and interwoven wood of all kinds of trees, both timber, dwarf, and 
coppice; no track existed through the wilderness, but a winding path, 
which sometimes crept along the precipitous height, and sometimes 
descended in a straight pass ^ong the margin of the water. Near the 
extremity of the defile, a narrow level opened between the water and 
the crag; but a great part of this, as well as of the preceding steeps, 
was formerly enveloped in a thicket, which showed little facility to the 
feet of any but the martins and wild cats. Along the west side of the 
pass lies a wall of sheer and barren crags. From behind they rise in 
rough, uneven, and heathy declivities, put of the wide muir before 
mentioned, between Loch Eitive and Loch Awe; but in front they ter- 
minate abruptly in the most frightful precipices, which form the whole 
side of the pass, and descend at one fall into the water which fills its 
trough. At the north end of the barrier, and at the termination of the 
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than usual when we set out on our journey, after a hint 
or two from Donald concerning the length of the way to 

pass, lies that part of the cliff which is called Craigamini; at its foot 
the arm of the lake gradually contracts its water to a very narrow 
space, and at length terminates at two rocks, (called the Rocks of 
Brandir,) which form a straight channel, something resembling the 
lock of a canal. From this outlet there is a continual descent towards 
Loch Eitive, and from hence the river Awe pours out it« current in a 
furious stream, foaming over a bed broken with holes, and cumbered 
with masses of granite and whinstone. 

** If ever there was a bridge near Graiganuni in ancient tiroes, it 
must have been at the Rocks of Brandir. From the days of Wallace 
to those of General Wade, there were never passages of this kind but 
in places of great necessity, too narrow for a boat, and too wide for a 
leap ; even then they were but an unsafe footway formed of the trunks 
of trees placed transversely from rock to rock, unstripped of their 
bark, and destitute of either plank or rail. For such a structure, there 
is no place in the neighbourhood of Graiganuni, but at the rocks above 
mentioned. In the lake and on the river, the water is far too wide; 
but at the strait, the space is not greater than might be crossed by a 
tall mountain pine, and the rocks on either side are formed by nature 
like a pier. That this point was always a place of passage, is ren- 
dered probable by its facility, and the use of recent times. It is not 
long since it was the common gate of the country on either side the 
river and the pass; the mode of crossing is yet in the memory of peo- 
ple living, and was performed by a little currach moored on either 
side the water, and a stout cable fixed across the stream from bank to 
bank, by which the passengers drew themselves across in the manner 
still practised in places of the same nature. It is no argument against 
the existence of a bridge in former times that the above method only 
existed in ours, rather than a passage of that kind, which would seem 
the more improved expedient. The contradiction is sufficiently ac- 
counted for by the decay of timber in the neighbourhood. Of old, 
both oaks and firs of an immense size abounded within a very incon- 
siderable distance; but it is now many years since the destruction of 
the forests of Glen Eitive and Glen Urcha has deprived the country 
of all the trees of sufficient size to cross the strait of Brandir; and it 
is probable, that the currach was not introduced till the want of timber 
had disenabled the inhabitants of the country from maintaining a 
bridge It only farther remains to be noticed, that at some distance 
below the Rocks of Brandir, there was formerly a ford, which wai 
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the next stage, as there was no good halting-place between 
Dalmallj and Oban. 

Having bid adieu to our venerable and kind dcerone, 
we proceeded on our tour, winding round the tremendous 
mountain called Cruachan Ben, which rushes down in all 
its majesty of rocks and wilderness on the lake, leav- 
ing only a pass, in which, notwithstanding its extreme 
strength, the warlike clan of MacDougal of Lorn were 
almost destroyed by the sagacious Robert Bruce. That 
King, the Wellington of his day, had accomplished, by a 
forced march, the unexpected manceuvre of forcing a 
body of troops round the other side of the mountain, and 
thus placed him in the Hank and in the rear of the men 
of Lorn, whom at the same time he attacked in front. 
The great number of cairns yet visible, as you descend 
the pass on the westward side, shows the extent of the 
vengeance which Bruce exhausted on his inveterate and 
personal enemies. I am, you know, the sister of soldiers, 
and it has since struck me forcibly that the manoeuvre 
which Donald described, resembled those of Wellington 
or of Bonaparte. He was a great man Robert Bruce, 
even a Baliol must admit that ; although it begins now to 
be allowed that his title to the crown was scarce so good 
as that of the unfortunate family with whom he contended 
— But let that pass. — The slaughter had been the greater, 
as the deep and rapid river Awe is disgorged from the 
lake, just in the rear of the fugitives, and encircles the 
base of the tremendous mountain ; so that the retreat of 
the unfortunate fliers was intercepted on all sides by the 

used for cattle in the memory of people liying: from the narrowness 
of the passage, the force of the stream, and the broken hed of the 
river, It was, however, a dangerous pass, and could only be attempted 
"With safety at leisure and by experience." — Notes to the Bridal of Cool- 
dmm. 
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inaccessible character of the countrj, which had seemed 
to promise them defence and protection.* 

* " But the Eing, whose dear-bongfat experience in war had taught 
him extreme caution, remained in the Braes of Balqnhidder till he had 
acquired by his spies and outskirries a perfect knowledge of the dis- 
position of the anny of Lorn, and the intention of its leader. He then 
divided his force into two columns, entrusting the conunand of the first, 
in which he placed his archers and lightest armed troops, to Sir James 
Douglas, whilst he himself took the leading of the other, which con- 
sisted principally of his kni^ts and barons. On approaching the 
defile, Bruce despatched Sir James Douglas by a pathway which the 
enemy had neglected to occupy, with directions to advance silently, 
and gain the heights above and in front of the hilly ground where the 
men of Lorn were concealed; and, having ascertained that this move- 
ment had been executed with success, he put himself at the head of 
his own division, and fearlessly led his men into the defile. Here, 
prepared as he was for what was to take place, it was difficult to prevent 
a temporary panic, when the yell which, to this day, invariably pre- 
cedes the assault of the mountaineer, burst from the rugged bosom of 
Ben Cruachan ; and the woods which, the moment before, had waved 
in silence and solitude, gave forth their birth of steel-clad warriors, and, 
in an instant, became instinct with the dreadful vitality of war. But 
although appalled and checked for a brief space by the suddenness of 
the assault, and the masses of rock which the enemy rolled down from 
the precipices, Bruce, at the head of his division, pressed up the side 
of the mountain. Whilst this party assaulted the men of Lorn with 
the utmost fury. Sir James Douglas and his party shouted suddenly 
upon the heights in their front, showering down their arrows upon 
them; and, ^hen these missiles were exhausted, attacking them with 
their swords and battle-axes. The consequence of such an attack, 
both in fix>nt and rear, was the total discomfiture of the army of Lorn ; 
and the circumstances to which this chief had so confidently looked 
forward, as rendering the destruction of Bruce almost inevitable, were 
now turned with fatal effect against himself. His great superiority of 
numbers cumbered and impeded his movements. Thrust, by the 
double assault, and by the peculiar nature of the ground, into such 
narrow room as the pass afforded, and driven to fury by finding them- 
selves cut to pieces in detail, without power of resistance, the men of 
Lorn fled towards Loch Eitive, where a bridge thrown over the Awe, 
and supported upon two immense rocks, known by the name of the 
ICocks of Brandir, formed the solitary comnumication between the 
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Musing, like the Irish lady in the song, ^ upon things 
which are long enough a-gone," * we felt no impatience 
at the slow, and almost creeping pace, with which our 
conductor proceeded along General Wade's military road, 
which never or rarely condescends to turn aside from the 
steepest ascent, but proceeds right up and dowb hill, with 
the indifference to height and hollow, steep or level, indi- 
cated by the old Roman engineers. Still, however, the 
substantial excellence of these great works — ^for such are 
the military highways in the Highlands— deserved the 
compliment of the poet, who, whether he came from 
our sister kingdom, and spoke in his own dialect, or 
whether he supposed those whom he addressed might 
have some national pretension to the second sight, pro- 
duced the celebrated couplet — 

Had 70a but seen these joads htfcrt ihej were made, 
You would hold up your hands, and bless General Wade. 

Nothing indeed can be more wonderful than to see these 

side of the river where the battle toolc place, and the country of Lorn. 
Their object was to gain the bridge, which was composed entirely of 
wood, and, having availed themselves of it in their retreat, to destroy 
it, and thus throw the impassable torrent of the Awe between them 
and their enemies. But their intention was instantly detected by 
Douglas, who, rushing down from the high grounds at the head of his 
archers and light-armed foresters, attacked the body of the mountain- 
eers, which had occupied the bridge, and drove them from it with 
great slaughter, so that Bruce and his division, on coming up, passed 
it without molestation; and, this last resource being taken from them, 
the army of Lorn were, in a few hours, literally cut to pieces, whilst 
their chief, who occupied Loch Eitive with his fleet, saw, ft^m his 
ships, the discomfiture of his men, and found it impossible to give 
them the least assistance."— Tttler's Life of Bruce. 

* This is a line from a very pathetic ballad which I heard sung by 
one of the young ladies of Edgeworthstown in 1826. I do not know 
that it has been printed. * 
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wildernesses' penetrated and pervious in every quarter by 
broad accesses of the best possible construction, and so 
superior to what the country could have demanded for 
many centuries for any pacific purpose of commercial 
intercourse. Thus the traces of war are sometimes hap- 
pily accommodated to the purposes of peace. The vic- 
tories of Bonaparte have been without results ; but his 
road over the Simplon will long be the communication 
betwixt peaceful countries, who will apply to the ends of 
commerce and friendly intercourse that gigantic work, 
which was formed for the ambitious purpose of warlike 
invasion. 

While we were thus stealing along, we gradually 
turned round the shoulder of Ben Cruachan, and, de- 
scending the course of the foaming and rapid Awe, left 
behind us the expanse of the majestic lake which giv^s 
birth to that impetuous river. The rocks and precipices 
which stooped down perpendicularly on our path on the 
right hand, exhibited a few remains of the wood which 
once clothed them, but which had, in latter times, been 
felled to supply, Donald MacLeish informed us, the iron- 
founderies at the Bunawe. This made us fix our eyes 
with interest on one large oak, which grew on the left 
hand towards the river. It seemed a tree of extraordi- 
nary magnitude and picturesque beauty, and stood just 
where there appeared to be a few roods of open ground 
lying among huge stones, which had rolled down from the 
mountain. To add to the romance of the situation, the 
spot of clear ground extended round the foot of a proud- 
browed rock, from the summit of which leaped a moun- 
tain stream in a fall of sixty feet, in which it was dissolved 
into foam and dew. At the bottom of the fall the rivulet 
with difficulty collected, like a routed general, its dispersed 
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forces, and, as if tamed by its descent, found a noiseless 
passage through the heath to join the Awe. 

I was much struck with the tree and waterfall, and 
wished myself nearer them ; not that I thought of 
sketch-book or portfolio, — ^for, in my younger days. 
Misses were not accustomed to black-lead pencils, unless 
they could use them to some good purpose — ^but merely 
to indulge myself with a closer view* Donald imme- 
diately opened the chaise-door, but observed it was rough 
walking down the brae, and that I would see the tree 
better by keeping the road for a hundred yards fartheri 
when it passed closer to the spot, for which he seemed, 
however, to have no predilection. " He knew," he said, 
^ a far bigger tree than that nearer Bunawe, and it was a 
place where there was flat ground for the carriage to 
stand, which it could jimply do on these braes ; — ^but just 
as my leddyship liked." 

My ladyship did choose rather £b look at the fine tree 
before me, than to pass it by in hopes of a finer ; so we 
walked beside the carriage till we should come to a point, 
from which, Donald assured us, we might, without scram* 
bling, go as near the tree as we chose, ^Hbough he wadna 
advise us to go nearer than the high-road." 

There was something grave and mysterious in Donald's 
sun-browned countenance when he gave us this intima« 
tion, and his manner was so different from his usual 
frankness, that my female curiosity was set in motion. 
We walked on the whilst, and I found the tree, of which 
we had now lost sight by the intervention of some rising 
grouiid, was really more distant than I had at first sup- 
posed. ^^ I could have sworn now," said I to my cicerone, 
" that yon tree and waterfall was the very place where 
you intended to make a stop to-day." 
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** The Lord forbid I " said Donald, hastily. 

" And for what, Donald ? why should you be willing to 
pass such a pleasant spot ? " 

" It's ower near Dalmally, my leddy, to com the beasts 
—it would bring their dinner ower near their breakfast, 
poor things : — an', besides, the place is not canny." 

" Oh ! then the mystery is out. There is a bogle or a 
bi-ownie, a witch or a gyre-carlin, a bodach or a fairy, in 
the case ? " 

" The ne'er a bit, my leddy — je are clean aff the road, 
as I may say. But if your leddyship will just hae pa- 
tience, and wait till we are by the place and out of .the 
glen, I'll tell ye all about it. There is no much luck in 
speaking of such things in the place they chanced in." 

I was obliged to suspend my curiosity, observing, that 
if I persisted in twisting .the discourse one way while 
Donald was twining it another, I should make his objec- 
tion, like a hempen-^ord, just so much the tougher. At 
length the promised turn of the road brought us within 
fifty paces of the tree which I desired to admire, and I 
now saw to my surprise, that there was a human habita- 
tion among the cliffs which surrounded it. It was a hut 
of the least dimensions, and most miserable description, 
that I ever saw even in the Highlands. The walls of 
sod, or divot, as the Scotch call it, were not four feet high 
— ^the roof was of turf, repaired with reeds and sedges — 
the chimney was composed of clay, bound round by straw 
ropes — and the whole walls, roof, and chimney, were alike 
covered with the vegetation of house-leek, rye-grass, and 
moss, common to decayed cottages formed of such mate- 
rials. There was not the slightest vestige of a kale-yard, 
the usual accompaniment of the very worst huts ; and of 
living things we saw nothing, save a kid which was 
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browsing on the roof of the hut, and a goat, its mother, 
at some distance, feeding betwixt the oak and the river 
Awe. 

'* What man,** I could not help exclaiming, ^ can have 
committed sin deep enough to deserve such a miserable 
dwelling?" 

'^ Sin enough,'' said Donald MacLeish,.with a half sup- 
pressed groan ; ^ and God he knoweth, misery enough 
too ; — and it is no man's dwelling neither, but a woman's." 

" A woman's ! " I repeated, ** and in so lonely a place 
•—What sort of a woman can she be ? " 

" Come this way, my leddy, and you may judge that 
for yourself," said Donald. And by advancing a few 
steps, and making a sharp turn to the left, we gained a 
sight of the side of the great broad-breasted oak, in the 
direction opposed to that in which we had hitherto seen 
it 

" If she keeps her old wont, she will be there at this 
hour of the day," said Donald ; but immediately became 
silent, and pointed with his finger, as one afraid of being 
overheard. I looked, and beheld, not without some sense 
of awe, a female form seated by the stem of the oak, with 
her heafl drooping, her hands clasped, and a dark-coloured 
mantle drawn over her head, exactly as Judah is repre- 
sented in the Syrian medals as seated under her palm- 
tree. I was infected with the fear and reverence which 
my guide seemed to entertain towards this solitary being, 
nor did I think of advancing towards her to obtain a 
nearer view until I had cast an inquiring look on Donald ; 
to which he replied in a half whisper — ^^She has been a 
fearfu' bad woman, my leddy." 

^^ Mad woman, said you ? " replied I, hearing him im- 
perfectly ; " then she is perhaps dangerous ? " 
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"No — she is not mad," replied Donald; ** for then it 
may be she would be happier than she is ; though when 
she thinks on what she has done, and caused to be done, 
rather than yield up a hair-breadth of her ain wicked 
will, it is not likely she can be very well settled. But she 
neither is mad nor mischievous ; and yet, my leddy, I 
think you had best not go nearer to her." And then, in 
a few hurried words, he made me acquainted with the 
story which I am now to tell more in detaU. I heard the 
narrative with a mixture of horror and sympathy, which 
at once impelled me to approach the sufferer, and speak 
to her the words of comfort, or rather of pity, and at the 
same time made me afraid to do so. 

This indeed was the feeling with which she was re- 
garded by the Highlanders in the neighbourhood, who 
looked upon Elspat MacTavish, or the Woman of the 
Tree, as they called her, as the Greeks considered those 
who were pursued by the Furies, and endured the mental 
torment consequent on great criminal actions. They re- 
garded such unhappy beings as Orestes and (Edipus, as 
being the less voluntary perpetrators of their crimes, than 
as the passive instruments by which the terrible decrees 
of Destiny had been accomplished; and the fear with 
which they beheld tiiem was not unmingled with venera- 
tion. 

I also learned farther from Donald MacLeish, that 
there was some apprehension of ill luck attending those 
who had the boldness to approach too near, or disturb the 
awful solitude of a being so unutterably miserable ; that 
it was supposed that whosoever approached her must 
experience in some respect the contagion of her wretch- 



It was therefore with some reluctance that Donald saw 
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me prepare to obtain a nearer view of the sufferer, and 
that he himself followed to assist me in the descent down 
a very rough path. I believe his regard for me con- 
quered some ominous feelings in his own breast, which 
connected his duty on this occasion with the presaging 
fear of lame horses, lost linch->pins, overturns, and other 
perilous chances of the postilion's life. 

I am not sure if mj own courage would have carried 
me so close to Elspat, had he not followed. There was 
in her countenance the stern abstraction of hopeless and 
overpowering sorrow, mixed with the contending feelings 
of remorse, and of the pride which struggled to conceal 
it She guessed, perhaps, that it was curiosity, arising 
out of her uncommon story, which induced me to intrude 
on her solitude — ^and she could not be pleased that a fate 
like hers had been the theme of a traveller's amusement. 
Yet the look with which she regarded me was one of 
scorn instead of embarrassment. The opinion of the 
world and all its children could not add or take an iota 
fipom her load of misery ; and, save from the half smile 
that seemed to intimate the contempt of a being rapt by 
the. very intensity of her affliction above the sphere of 
ordinary humanities, she seemed as indifferent to my gaze, 
as if she had been a dead corpse or a marble statue. 

Elspat was above the middle stature; her hair, now 
grizzled, was still profuse, and it had been of the most 
decided black. So w^re her eyes, in which, contradicting 
the stern and rigid features of her cojmtenance, there 
shone the wild and troubled light that indicates an unset- 
tled mind. Her hair was wrapt round a silver bodkin \ 
with some attention to neatness, and her dark mantle was 
disposed around her with a degree of taste, though the 
materials were of the most ordinary sort. 
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After gazing on this victim of guilt and calamity till I 
was ashamed to remain silent, though uncertain how I 
ought to address her, I began to express my surprise at 
her choosing such a desert and deplorable dwelling. She 
cut short these expressions of sympathy, by answering in 
a stern voice, without the least change of countenance or 
posture — " Daughter of the stranger, he has told you my 
story." I was silenced at once, and felt how little all 
earthly accommodation must seem to the mind which had 
such subjects as hers for rumination. Without again 
attempting to open the conversation, I took a piece of 
gold from my purse, (for Donald had intimated she lived 
on alms,) expecting she would at least stretch her hand 
to receive it. But she neither accepted nor rejected the 
gift — she did not even seem to notice it, though twenty 
times as valuable, probably, as was usually offered. I 
was obliged to place it on her knee, saying involuntarily, 
as I did so, ^' May God pardon you, and relieve you I " 
I shall never forget the look which she cast up to Heaven, 
nor the tone in which she exclaimed, in the very words 
of my old friend, John Home — 

*« My beantiftil— my brave ! »» 

It was the language of nature, and arose from the heart 
of the deprived mother, as it did from that gifted imag- 
inative poet, while furnishing with appropriate expres- 
sions the ideal grief of Lady Randolph. 

VOL. xzzvm. 19 
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CHAPTER n. 



O, Fm come to the hnr Ommtrjr, 

Oeh, och, ohonoehlt) 
Without a penny in my ponoh 

To huy % meal ftr me. 
I wan the proudest of my elan, 

Loi^, long may I repine; 
And Donald was the bratwt nMi, 

And Donald ha was mine. 

OldSoito. 



Elsfat had enjojed happj days, though her age had 
sunk into hopeless and inconsolable sorrow and distress. 
She was once the beautiful and happj wife of Hamish 
MacTavish, for whom his strength and feats of prowess 
had gained the title of MacTavish Mhor. His life was 
turbulent and dangerous, his habits being of the old High- 
land stamp, which esteemed it shame to want any thing 
that could be had for the taking. Those in the Lowland 
line who laj near him, and desired to eiyoy their liyes 
and property in qniet^ were omtented to pay him a small 
composition, in name of proteedon money, and comforted 
themselves with the old provexb, that it was better to 
^ fleech the deil than fight him/' Others, who accounted 
such composition dishonourable, were often surprised by 
MacTavish Mhor, and his associates and followers, who 
usually inflicted an adequate penalty, either in person or 
property, or both. The creagh is yet remembered, in 
which he swept one hundred and fifty cows from Mon- 
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ceith in one drove ; and how lie placed the Laird of Bal- 
Ijbught naked in a slough, for having threatened to send 
for a party of the Highland Watch to protect his prop- 
erty. 

Whatever were occasionally the triumphs of this daring 
cateran, they were often exchanged for reverses ; and hk 
narrow escaped, rapid flights, and the ingenious strata- 
gems with which he extricated himself from immment 
danger, were no less remembered and admired than the 
exploits in which he had been successful. In weal or 
woe, through every species of fatigue, difficulty, and dan** 
ger, £lspat was his faithful companion. She enjoyed 
with him the fits of occasional prosperity ; and when ad- 
versity pressed them hard, her strength of mind, readiness 
of wit, and courag^us endurance of danger and toil, are 
said oflen to have stimulated the exertions of her hus- 
band. 

Their morality was of the old Highland cast, faithful 
friends and fierce enemies ; the Lowland herds and har^ 
vests they accounted their own, whenever they had the 
means of driving off the one, or of seising apon the other ; 
nor did the least scruple on the right of property inter- 
fere on such occasions. Hamish Mhor argued like the 
old Cretan warrior : 

My flword, my spear, my sha^^gy shield, 

They make me lord of all below; 
For he who dreads the lance to wield, 

Before my shaggy shield most bow. 
His lands, his yineyards, mast resign, 
And aU that cowards hare is mine. 

But those days of perilous, though frequently success- 
fill depredation, began to be abridged, after the failure of 
the expedition of Prince Charles Edward. MacTavish 
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Mhor had not sat still on that occasion, and he was oat> 
lawed, both as a traitor to the state, and as a robber and ca- 
teran. Garrisons were now settled in many places where 
a red-coat had never before been seen, and the Saxon 
war-drum resounded among the most hidden recesses of 
the Highland mountains. The fate of MacTavish be- 
came every day more inevitable ; and it was the more 
difficult for him to make his exertions for defence or es- 
cape, that £lspat, amid his evil days, had increased Uis 
family with an infant child, which was a considerable in- 
cumbrance upon the necessary rapidity of their motions. 

At length the fatal day arrived. In a strong pass on 
the skirts of Ben Cruachan, the celebrated MacTavish 
Mhor was surprised by a detachment of the Sidier Roy.* 
His wife assisted him heroically, changing his piece from 
time to time ; and as they were in possession of a post 
that was nearly unassailable, he might have perhaps es- 
caped if his ammunition had lasted. Bat at length his 
balls were expended, although it was not until he had 
fired off most of the silver buttons from his waistcoat, and 
the soldiers, no longer deterred by fear of the unerring 
marksman, who had slain three, and wounded more of 
their number, approached his stronghold, and, unable to 
take him alive, slew him, after a most desperate resist- 
ance. 

All this Elspat witnessed and survived, for she had, in 
the child which relied on her for support, a motive for 
strength and exertion. In what manner she maintained 
herself it is not easy to say. Her only ostensible means 
of support were a flock of three or four goats, which she 
fed wherever she pleased on the mountain pastures, no 
one challenging the intrusion. In the general distress of 
* The Red Soldier. 
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the country, her ancient acquaintances had little to he- 
6tow; but what thej could part with from their own 
necessities, they willingly devoted to the relief of others. 
From Lowlanders sh^ sometimes demanded tribute, rather 
than requested alms. She had not forgotten she was the 
widow of MacTavish Mhor, or that the child who trotted 
by her knee, might, such were her imaginations, emulate 
one day the fame of his father, and command the same 
influence which he had once exerted without control. 
She associated so little with others, went so seldom and 
80 unwillingly from the wildest recesses of the mountains, 
where she usually dwelt with her goats, that she was 
quite unconscious of the great change which had taken 
place in the country around her, the substitution of civil 
order for military violence, and the strength gained by 
the law and its adherents over those who were called in 
Gaelic song, " the stormy sons of the sword." Her own 
diminished consequence and straitened circumstances she 
indeed felt, but for this the death of MacTavish Mhor 
was, in her apprehension, a sufficing reason; and she 
doubted not that she should rise to her former state of 
importance, when Hamish Bean (or Fair-haired James) 
should be able to wield the arms of his father. If, then, 
Elspat was repelled rudely w hen she demanded any thing 
necessary for her wants, or the accommodation of her 
little flock, by a churlish farmer, her threats of vengeance, 
obscurely expressed, yet terrible in their tenor, used fre- 
quently to extort, through fear of her maledictions, the 
relief which was denied to her necessities ; and the trem- 
bling goodwife, who gave meal or money to the widow of 
MacTavish Mhor, wished in her heart that the stern old 
carlin had been burnt on the day her husband had his 
due. 
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Years thus ran od, and Hamish Bean grew up, not 
indeed to be of his father^s size or strength, but to be- 
Qome an active, high-spirited, fair-haired youth, with a 
ruddj cheek, an eye like an eagle, ^d all the agility, if 
not all the strength, of his formidable father, upon whose 
history and achievements his mother dwelt, in order to 
form her son's mind to a similar course of adyentures. 
But the young see the present state of this changeM 
world more keenly than the old. Much attached to his 
mother, and disposed to do all in his power for her sup- 
port, Hamish yet perceived, when he mixed with the 
world, that the trade of the cat^ran was now alike dan- 
gerous and discreditable, and that if he were to emulate 
his father's prowess, it must be in some other line of war- 
fare, more consonant to the opinions of the present day. 

As the faculties of mind and body b^an to expand, Im 
became more sensible of the precarious nature of his sit- 
uation, of the erroneous views of his mother, and her 
ignorance respecting the changes of the society with 
which she mingled so little. In visiting friends and 
neighbours, he became aware of the extremely reduced 
scale to which his parent was limited, and learned that 
she possessed little or nothing more than the abs<dut« 
necessaries of life, and that these were sometimes on the 
point of failing. At times his success in fishing and the 
chase was able to add something to her subsistence ; but 
he saw no regular means of contributing to her support, 
unless by stooping to servile labour, which, if he himself 
could have endured it, would, he knew> have been like a 
death's-wound to the pride of his mother. • 

Elspat, meanwhile^ saw with surprise, that Hamish 
Bean, although now tall and fit lor the field, showed no 
disposition to enter on his father's scene of action. There 
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was something of the mother at her heart, which pre- 
vented her from urging him in plain terms to take the 
field as a cateran, for the ftar occurred of the perils into 
which the trade must conduct him ; and when she would 
have spoken to him on the subject, it seemed to her 
heated imagination as if the ghost of her husband arose 
between them in his bloody tartans, and laying his finger 
on his lips, appeared to prohibit the topic. Yet she won- 
dered at what seemed his want of spirit, sighed as she saw 
him from day to day lounging about in the long-skirted 
Lowland coat, which the legislature had imposed upon 
the Gael instead of their own romantic garb, and thought 
how much nearer he would have resembled her husband, 
had he been clad in the belted plaid and short hose, with 
his polished arms gleaming at his side* 

Besides these subjects for anxiety, Elspat had others 
arising from the engrossing impetuosity of her temper. 
Her love of MacTavish Mhor had been qualified by re- 
spect and sometimes even by fear ; for the eateran was 
not the species of man who submits to female govern- 
ment ; but over his son she had exerted, at first during 
childhood, and afterwards in early youth, an imperious 
authority, which gave her maternal love a character of 
jealousy. She could not bear, when Hamish, with ad- 
vancing life, made repeated steps towards independence, 
absented himself from her cottage at such season, and for 
such length of time as he chose, and seemed to consider, 
although maintaining towards her every possible degree 
of respect and kindness, that the control and responsi- 
bility of his actions rested on himself alone. This would 
have been of little consequence, could she have concealed 
her feelings within her own bosom ; but the ardour and 
impatience of her passions made her frequently show her 
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son that she conceived herself neglected and ill-used. 
When he was absent for any length of time from her cot- 
tage, without giving intimation of his purpose, her resent- 
ment on his return used to be so unreasonable, that it nat- 
ui'ally suggested to a young man, fond of independence, 
and desirous to amend his situation in the world, to leave 
her, even for the very purpose of enabling him to provide 
for the parent whose egotistical demands on his filial at- 
tention tended to confine him to a desert, in which both 
were starving in hopeless and helpless indigence. 

Upon one occasion, the son having been guilty of some 
independent excursion, by which the mother felt herself' 
affronted and disobliged, she had been more than usually 
violent on his return, and awakened in Hamish a sense 
of displeasure, which clouded his brow and cheek. At 
length, as she persevered in her unreasonable resentment, 
his patience became exhausted, and taking his gun from 
the chimney comer, and muttering to himself the reply 
which his respect for his mother prevented him from 
speaking aloud, he was about to leave the hut which he 
had but barely entered. 

^ Hamish," said his mother, '^ are you again about to 
leave me ? " But Hamish only replied by looking at, and 
rubbing the lock of his gun. 

'^ Ay, rub the lock of your gun," said his parent, bit- 
terly ; " I am glad you have courage enough to fire it, 
though it be but at a roe-deer." Hamish started at this 
undeserved taunt, and cast a look of anger at her in 
reply. She saw that she had found the means of giving 
him pain. 

"Yes," she said, "look fierce a^ you will at an Old 
woman, and your mother ; it would be long ere you bent 
your brow on the angry countenance of a bearded man." 
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'< Be silent, mother, or speak of what you uaderstand," 
said Hamish, much irritated, ^ and that is»of the distaff 
and the spindle." 

^ And was it of spindle and distaff that I was thinking 
when I bore you away on my back through the fire of six 
of the Saxon soldiers, and you a wailing child ? I tell 
you, Hamish, I know a hundred-fold more of swords and 
guns than eyer you will; and you will never learn so 
much of noble war by yourself, as you have seen when 
you were wrapped up in my plaid." 

^ You are determined at least to allow me no peace at 
home,^ mother ; but this shall have an end," said Hamish, 
as, resuming his purpose of leaving the hut, he rose and 
went towards the door. 

"Stay, I command you," said his mother; "stay, or 
may the gun you carry be the means of your ruin — may 
the road you are going be the track of your funeral ! " 

" What makes you use such words, mother ? " said the 
young man, turning a little back — " they are not good, 
and good cannot come of them. Farewell just now, we 
are too angry to speak together — ^farewell ; it will be long 
ere you see me again." And he departed, his mother, in 
the first burst of her impatience, showering ailer him her 
maledictions, and in the next invoking them on her own 
head, so that they might spare her son's. She passed 
that day and the next in all the vehemence of impotent 
and yet unrestrained passion, now entreating Heaven, and 
such powers as were familiar to her by rude tradition, to 
restore her dear son, " the calf of her heart ; " now in im- 
patient resentment, meditating with what bitter terms she 
should rebuke his filial disobedience upon his return, and 
now studying the most tender language to attach him to 
/he cottage, which, when her boy was present, she would 
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not, in the rapture of her afTection, hftTe exchanged ibr 
the apartment^ of TaTmouth Caatle. 

Two days passed, during which, neglecting even the 
slender means of supporting nature which her situation 
afibrded, nothing but the strength of a frame accustomed 
to hardships and privations of every kind, could have 
kept her in existence, notwithstanding the anguish of her 
mind prevented her being sensible of her personal weak* 
ness. Her dwelling, at this period, was the same cottage 
near which I had found her, but then more habitable by 
the exertions of Hamish, bj whom it had been in a great 
measure built and repaired. 

It was on the third day after her son had disappeared^ 
as she sat at the door rocking herself, ailer the fashion of 
her countrywomen when in distress, or in pain, that the 
then unwonted circumstance occurred of a passenger be- 
ing seen on the high-road above the oottage. She cast but 
one glance at him — he was on horseback, so that it could 
not be , Hamish, and Elspat cared not enough for any 
other being on earthy to make her tarn her eyes towards 
him a second time. The stranger, however, paused oppo* 
site to her cottage, and dismounting from his pony, led it 
down the steep and luroken path which conducted to her 
door. 

'' God bless you, Elspat MacTavish ! ''—She looked at 
the man as he addressed her in her native language, with 
the displeased air of one whose reverie is interrupted; but 
the traveller went on to say, '' I bring you tidings of your 
son Hamish." At once, from being the most uninterest- 
ing object, in respect to Elspat, that could exist, the form 
of the stranger became awful in her eyes, as that of a 
messenger descended from Heaven, expressly to pro- 
nounce upon her death or life. She started from her 
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seat, and with hands convulsively clasped together, and 
held up to Heaven, eyes fixed on the stranger's counte- 
nance, and person stooping forward to him, she looked 
those inquiries, which her faltering tongue could not artic- 
ulate. "Your son sends you his dutiful rememhrance 
aod this," said the messenger, putting into Elspat's hand 
a small purse containing Ibar or five dollars. 

" He is gone, he is gone ! '* exclaimed Elspat ; "he has 
sold himself to be the servant of the Saxons, and I shall 
never more behold y m ! Tell me, Miles MaePhadraick, 
for now I know you, is it the price of the son's blood that 
yott have pat into the mother's hand ? " 

"Now, God forbid 1" answered MacPhadraick, who 
was a tacksman, and had possession of a considerable 
tract of ground under his Chief, a proprietor who lived 
about twenty miles off—" Grod forbid I should do wrong, 
or say wrong, to you, or to the son of MacTavish Mhor I 
I swear to you by the hand of my Chief, that your son is 
well, and will soon see you, and the rest he will tell you 
himself." So saying, MacPhadraick hastened back up 
the pathway, gained the road, mounted his pony, and 
rode upon his way. 
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CHAPTER m. 

Elspat MacTayish remained gazing on the monej, 
as if the impress of the coin oould have conveyed infor- 
mation how it was procured. 

'^ I love not this MacPhadraick," she said to herself; 
^ it was his race of whom the Bard hath spoken, saying. 
Fear them not when their words are loud as the winter's 
wind, but fear them when they fall on you like the sound 
of the thrush's song. And yet this riddle can be read 
but one way : My son hath taken the sword, to win that 
with strength like a man, which churls would keep him 
from with the words that frighten children." This idea, 
when once it occurred to her, seemed the more reason- 
able, that MacPhadraick, as she well knew, himself a 
cautious man, had so far encouraged her husband's prac- 
tices, as occasionally to buy cattle of MacTavish, although 
he must have well known how they were come by, taking 
care, however, that the transaction was so made, as to be 
accompanied with great profit and absolute safety. Who 
so likely as MacPhadraick to indicate to a young cateran 
the glen in which he could commence his perilous trade 
with most prospect of success ? who so likely to convert 
his booty into money ? The feelings which another might 
have experienced on believing that an only son had rushed 
forward on the same path in which his father had per- 
ished, were scarce known to the Highland mothers, of that 
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day. She thought of the death of MacTavish Mhor as 
that of a hero who had fallen in his proper trade of war, 
and who had not fallen unavenged. She feared less for 
her son's life than for his dishonour. She dreaded on his 
account the subjection to strangers, and the death-sleep 
of the soul which is brought on bj what she regarded as 
slavery. • 

The moral principle which so naturally and so justly 
occurs to the mind of those who have been educated under 
a settled government of laws that protect the property of 
the weak against the incursions of the strong, was to poor 
Elspat a book sealed and a fountain dosed. She had 
been taught to consider those whom they called Saxons, 
as a race with whom the Gael were constai^tly at war, 
and she regarded every settlement of theirs within the 
reach of Highland incursion, as affording a legitimate 
object of attack and plunder. Her feelings on this point 
had been strengthened and confirmed, not only by the 
desire of revenge for the death of her husband, but by 
the sense of general indignation entertained, not unjustly, 
through the Highlands of Scotland, on account of the 
barbarous and violent conduct of the victors after the 
battle of Culloden. Other Highland clans, too, she re- 
garded as the fair objects of plunder when that was pos- 
sible, upon the score of ancient enmities, and deadly 
feuds. ' 

The prudence that might have weighed the slender 
means which the times afibrded for resisting the efibrts of 
a combined government, which had, in its less compact 
and established authority, been unable to put down the 
ravages of such lawless caterans as MacTavish Mhor, was 
unknown to a solitary woman, whose ideas still dwelt 
upon her ovm early times. She imagined that her son 
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had only to proclaim himself his father^s successor in 
adventure and enterprise, and that a force of men as gal- 
lant as those who had followed his father's banner, would 
crowd around to support it when again displajecU To 
her, Hamish was the ea^e who had onlj to soar aloft and 
resume his native place in the akies, without her being 
able to comprehend how many additional eyes would have 
watched Us ffi^t, how many additional bullets would 
have been directed at his bosom. To be brief, Ebpat 
was one who viewed the present ^ate of society with the 
same feelings with which she regarded the times that had 
passed away. She had been indigent, neglected, op- 
pressed, since the days that her husband had no longer 
been feared and powerful, and she thought that the term 
of her ascendance would return when her eoa had deter- 
mined to play the part of his father. If she permitted 
her eye to glance farth^ into futurity, it was but to antic- 
ipate, that she must be for many a day cold in the grave, 
with the coronach of her tribe ccied duly over her, before 
her fair-haired Hamish could, according to her calcula- 
tion, die with his hand on the basket-hilt of the red clay- 
more. Hi^ father's hair was gray, ere, after a hundred 
dangers, he had &llen with his arms in his hands. That 
she should have seen and survived the sights was a nata- 
ral C(»i8eqaeace of the manners of that age. And better 
it was — ^such was her proud thought — that she had seen 
him so die, than to have witnessed his departure from life 
in a smoky hovel — on a bed of rotten straw, like an over- 
worn hound, or a bullock which died of disease. But the 
hour of her young, her brave Hamish, was yet £u* di»- 
tant. He must succeed — he must conquer, like his father. 
And when he fell at l^igth, — for she anticipated for him 
no bloodless death^-^Elspat would ere then have lain 
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long in the grave, and could neither see his death-strug- 
gle, nor mourn over his grave-sod. 

With such wild notions working in her hrain, the spirit 
of Elspat rose to its usual pitch, or rather to one which 
seemed higher. ' In the emphatic language of Scripture, 
which in that idiom does not greatl j di^r frc»n her own, 
she arose, i^ washed «id changed her apparel, and ate 
bread, and was refreshed. 

She kmged eagerly ^mt the return of her son, but she 
now longed not with the bitter anxiety of doubt and ap- 
^ehension. She said to herself, tha^ much must be done 
ere he could, in these times, arise to be an eminent and 
dreaded leader. Yet when she saw him again, i^e almost 
expected him «t the head of a daring band, with pipes 
playing, and banners flying, the noble tartans Buttering 
firee in the mnd, in despite of the laws which had sup- 
pressed, under severe p^ialties, the use of the national 
garb, and all the appurtenances of Highland chivcdry. 
For all this, her eager imagination was content only to 
allow the interval of some days. 

From the mcunent this opinion had taken deep and 
serious possession of her mind, her thoughts were bent 
upon receiving her son at the head of his adherents, in 
the manner in which she used to adorn her hut lor the 
return of his ^Either. 

The substantial means of subsistence che had not the 
power of providing, nor did she consider that of impor- 
tance. The auocessful caterans woukl bring with them 
herds and flocks. But the interior of her hut was ar- 
ranged for their reoeption^-the usquebaugh was brewed, 
or distilled, in a hu*ger quantity than it could have been 
supposed (Hie lone wonian could have made ready. Her 
hut was put into smh oider as mighty in some degree, 
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give it the appearance of a day of rejoicing. It was 
swept and decorated with boughs of various kinds, like 
the house of a Jewess, upon what is termed the Feast of 
the Tabernacles. The produce of the milk of her little 
flock was prepared in as great Tariety of forms as her 
skill admitted, to entertain her son and his associates, 
whom she expected to receive along with him. 

But the prindpal decoration, which she sought with 
the greatest toil, was the cloud-berry, a scarlet fruit, 
which is only found on very high hills, and there only 
in small quantities.. Her husband, or perhaps one of 
his forefathers, had chosen this as the emblem of his 
family, because it seemed at once to imply by its scarcity 
the smallness of their clan, and by the places in which it 
was found, the ambitious height of their pretensions. 

For the time that these simple preparations for wel- 
come endured, Elspat was in a state of troubled happi- 
ness. In fact, her only anxiety was, that she might be 
able to complete all that she could do to welcome Hamish 
and the friends who she supposed must have attached 
themselves to his band, before they should arrive, and find 
her unprovided for their reception. 

But when such efforts as she could make had been 
accomplished, she once more had nothing lefl to engage 
her save the trifling care of her goats ; and when these 
had been attended to, she had only to review her little 
preparations, renew such as were of a transitory nature, 
replace decayed branches, and fading boughs, and then to 
sit down at her cottage door and watoh the road, as it 
ascended on the one side from the banks of the Awe, and 
on the other wound round the heights of the mountain, 
with such a degree of accommodation to hill and level as 
the plan of the military engineer permitted. While so 
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occupied, her imagination, anticipating the future from 
recollections of the past, formed out of the morning-mist, 
or the evening-cloud, the wild forms of an advancing 
band, which were then called " Sidier Dhu," — dark sol- 
diers—dressed in their native tartan, and so named to 
distinguish them from the scarlet ranks of l^e British 
army. In this occupation she spent many hours of each 
morning and evening. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

It was in vain that Elspat's eyes surveyed the distant 
path, by the earliest light of the dawn and the latest 
glimmer of the twilight. No rising dust awakened the 
expectation of nodding plumes or flashing arms ; the sol- 
itary traveller trudged listlessly along in his brown low- 
land great-coat, his tartans dyed blacklor purple, tp comply 
with, or evade, the law, which prohibited their being 
worn, in their variegated hues. The spirit of the Grael, 
sunk and broken by the severe though perhaps necessary 
laws that proscribed the dress and arms which he consid- 
ered as his birthright, was intimated by his drooping head 
and dejected appearance. Not in such depressed wan- 
derers did Elspat recognise the light and free step of her 
son, now, as she concluded, regenerated from every sign 
of Saxon thraldom. Night by night, as darkness came» 
she removed from her unclosed door to throw herself on 
her restless pallet, not to sleep, but to watch. The brave 
and the terrible, she said, walk by night — their steps are 
heard in darkness, when all is silent save the whirlwind 
and the cataract — ^the timid deer comes only forth when 
the sun is upon the mountain's peak ; but the bold wolf 
walks in the red light of the harvest-moon. She rea- 
soned in vain — ^her son's expected summons did not call 
her from the lowly couch, where she lay dreaming of his 
approach. Hamish came not 
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^Hope deferred,'' saith the rojal sage, '^maketh the 
heart sick ; " and strong as was Elspat's constitution, she 
began to experience that it was unequal to the toils to 
which her anxious and immoderate affection subjected 
her, when early one morning the appearance of a travel- 
ler on the lonely mountain-road, revived hopes which had 
begun to sink into listless despair. There was no sign of 
Saxon subjugation about the stranger. At a distance she 
could see the flutter of the belted-plaid, that drooped in 
graceful folds behind him, and the plume that, placed in 
the bonnet, showed rank and gentle birth. He carried a 
gun over his shoulder, the claymore was swinging by his 
side, with its usual appendages, the dirk, the pistol, and 
the sporran molUichJf Ere yet her eye had scanned all 
these particulars, the light step of the traveller was has- 
tened, his arm was waved in token of recognition — a 
moment more, and Elspat held in her arms her darling 
son, dressed in the garb of his ancestors, and looking in 
her maternal eyes, the fairest among ten thousand ! 

The first outpouring of affection it would be impossible 
to describe. Blessings mingled with the most endearing 
epithets which her energetic language affords, in striving 
to express the wild rapture of Elspat's joy. Her board 
was heaped hastily with all she had to offer; and the 
mother watched the young soldier, as he partook of the 
refreshment, with feelings how similar to, yet how differ- 
ent from, thos^ with which she had seen him draw his 
firat sustenance from her bosom 1 

When the tumult of joy was appeased, Elspat became 
anxious to know her son's adventures since they parted, 
and could not help greatly censuring his rashness for tra- 
veling the hills in the Highland dress in the broad sun- 
* The goatHskin poach, worn by the Highlanders round their waist. 
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shine, when the penalty was so heavy, and so many red 
soldiers were abroad in the country* 

" Fear not for me, mother," said Hamish, in a tone de- 
signed to relieve her anxiety, and yet somewhat embar- 
rassed ; " I may wear the breacan ♦ at the gate of Fort^ 
Augustus, if I like it." 

^' Oh, be not too daring, my beloved Hamish, though it 
be the fault which best becomes thy father's son — yet be 
not too daring ! Alas, they fight not now as in former 
days, with fair weapons, and on equal terms, but take odds 
of numbers and of arms, so that the feeble and the strong 
are aUke levelled by the shot of a boy. And do not 
think me unworthy to be called your father's widow, and 
your mother, because I speak thus ; for Gk>d knoweth, 
that, man to man, I would peril thee against the best in 
Breadalbane, and broad Lorn besides.'' 

" I assure you, my dearest mother," replied Hamisli, 
^ that I am in no danger. But have you seen MacPha- 
draick, mother, and what has he said to you on my ae^- 
count ? " 

" Silver he left me in plenty, Hamish ; but the best of 
his comfort was, that you were well, and would see me 
soon. But beware of MacPhadraick, my son ; for when^ 
he called himseflf the friend of your father, he better 
loved the most worthless Btirk in his herd, than he did the 
life-blood of MacTavish Mhor. Use his services, there- 
fore, and pay him for them — ^for it is thus Y^e should deal 
with the unworthy ; but take my counsel, and trust him 
not." 

Hamish could not suppress a sigh, which seemed to 
Elspat to intimate that the caution came too late. " What 
have you done with him?" she continued, eager and 
* That which is variegated, t. e. the tartan. 
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alarmed. *^ I had money of him, and he gives not that 
without value — ^he is none of those who exchange barley 
for chaff. Oh, if you repent you of your bargain, and if 
it be one which you may break off without disgrace to 
your truth or your manhood, take back his sUver, and 
trust not to his fair wprds.'' 

" It may not be, mother," said Hamish ; " I do not re- 
pent my engagement, unless that it must make me leave 
you soon." 

" Leave me I how leave me ? Silly boy, think you I 
know not what duty belongs to the wife or mother of a 
daring man? Thou art but a boy yet; and when thy 
father had been the dread of the country for twenty 
years, he did not despise my company and assistance, 
but often said my help was worth that of two strong gil- 
lies." 

'^It is not on that score, mother; but since I must 
leave the country " 

" Leave the country ! '' replied his mother, interrupting 
him ; '' and think you that I am like a bush, that is rooted 
to the soil where it grows, and must die if carried else* 
where ? I have breathed other winds than these of Ben 
Cruachan — ^I have followed your father to the wilds of 
Eoss, and the impenetrable deserts of Y Mac Y Mhor — 
Tush, man, my limbs, old as they are, will bear me as far 
as your young feet can trace the way." 

<' Alas, mother," said the young man, with a faltering 
accent, " but to cross the sea " 

'^ The sea I who am I that I should fear the sea I 
Have I never been in a birling in my life — never known 
the Sound of Mull, the Isles of Treshomish, and the 
rough rocks of Harris ? " 

" Alas, mother, I go far, far from all of these — ^I am 
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enlisted in one of the new regiments, and we go against 
the French in America." 

" Enlisted ! " uttered the astonished mother — ^** against 
my will — without my consent — ^you could not, — ^you would 
not," — then rising up, and assuming a posture of almost 
imperial command, ^' Hamish, you dared not!" 

" Despair, mother, dares every thing," answered Ha- 
mish, in a tone of melancholy resolution. ** What should 
I do here, where I can scarce get bread for myself and 
you, and when the times are growing daily worse ? 
Would you but sit down and listen, I would convince you 
I have acted for the best." 

With a bitter smile Elspat sat down, and the same 
severe ironical expression was on her features, as, with 
her lips firmly closed, she listened to his vindication. 

Hamish went on, without being disconcerted by her 
expected displeasure. " When I left you, dearest mother, 
it was to go to MacPhadraick's house ; for although I 
knew he is crafty and worldly, after the fashion of the 
Sassenach, yet he is wise, and I thought how he would 
teach me, as it would cost him nothing, in which way I 
could mend our estate in the world." 

** Our estate in the world ! " said Elspat, losing patience 
at the word ; ^ and went you to a base fellow, with a soul 
no better than that of a cowherd, to ask counsel about 
your conduct ? Your father asked none, save of bis 
courage and his sword." 

" Dearest mother," answered Hamish, " how shall I 
convince you that you live in this land of our fathers, as 
if our fathers were yet living ? You walk as it were in 
a dream, surrounded by the phantoms of those who have 
been long with the dead. When my father lived and 
tbught, the great respected the man of the strong right 
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Land, and the rich feared him. He had protection from 
MacAllan Mhpr, and from Caberfae,* and tribute from 
meaner men. That is ended, and his son would only 
,eam a disgraceful and unpitied death, by the practices 
which gave his father credit and power among those who 
wear the breacan. The land is conquered — its lights are 
quenched, — Glengarj, Lochiel, Perth, Lord Lewis, all 
the high chiefs are dead or in exile — We may mourn for 
it, but we cannot help it. Bonnet, broadsword, and spor- 
ran — ^power, strength, and wealth, were all lost on Drum- 
mossie-muir.'' 

*Mt is false!" said Elspat, fiercely; "you, and such 
like dastardly spirits, are quelled by your own faint 
hearts, not by the strength of the enemy ; you are like 
the fearful waterfowl, to whom the least cloud in the sky 
seems the shadow of the eagle.*' 

" Mother," said Hamish, proudly, '* lay not faint heart 
to my charge. I go where men are wanted who have 
strong arms and bold hearts too. I leave a desert, for a 
land where I may gather fame." 

" And you leave your mother to perish in want, age, 
and solitude," said Elspat, essaying successively every 
means of moving a resolution, which she began to see was 
more deeply rooted than she had at first thought 

" Not so, neither," he answered ; " I leave you to com- 
fort and certainty, which you have yet never known. 
Barcaldine's son is made a leader, and with him I have 
enrolled myself; MacPhadraick acts for him, and raises 
men, and finds his own in doing it." 

" That is the truest word of the tale, were all the rest 
as false as hell," said the old woman, bitterly. 

* Catoerfa»—AngUck, the Stag's-head, the Celtic designation for th« 
amis of the family of the high Chief of Seaforth. 
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^ But we are to find oor good in it also," eontinoed 
Hamifih ; ^ for BaroaldiDe is lio gire jou a sfaiel^g in his 
wood of Letter-findreight, with grass for joor goats, and a 
cow, when you please to have one, on the common ; and 
my own pay, dearest mother, though I am far nwaj, will 
do more than provide you with meal, and with all else 
you can want Do not fear fbr me. I enter a private 
gentleman ; but I will return, if hard fighting and regu- 
lar duty can deserve it, an officer, and with half a dollar 
a-day-" 

" Poor child I " — replied Elspat, in a tone of pity min*- 
gled with contempt, ^ and you trust MacPhadraick ? " 

^ I might, mother," — ^said Hamish, the dark red colour 
of his race crossing his forehead and cheeks, ^ for Mac- 
Phadraick knows the blood which flows in my veins, and 
is aware, that should he break trust with you, he might 
count the days which could bring Hamish back to Bread- 
albane, and number those of his life within three suns 
more. I would kill him at his own hearth, did he break 
his word with me — ^I would, by the great Being who 
made us both i " 

The look and attitude of the young soldier for a mo- 
ment overawed Elspat ; she was unused to see him ex- 
press a deep and bitter mood, which reminded her so 
strongly of his fiither, but she resumed her remonstrances 
in the same taunting manner in which she had commenced, 
them. 

"Poor boy J" she said; "and you think that at the 
distance of half the world your threats will be heard or 
thought of! But, go— go — ^place your neck under him 
of Hanover's yoke, against whom every true Grael fought 
to the death. — Gro, disown the royal Stewart, for whom 
your father, and his fathers, and your mother's fathers. 
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have crtmaoned many a field with their blood. — Go, put 
your head under the belt of one of the race of Dermid, -i 
whose childr^i murdered — Yes," she added, with a wild 
shriek, '* murdered your mother's fathers in their peace- 
ftil dwellings in Glencoe 1 — Yes," she again exclaimed, 
with a wilder and shriller scream, ^ I was then unborn, 
but my mother has told me — and I attended to the voice 
of my mother — Well I remember her words ! — They 
came in peace, and were received in friendship, and blood 
and fire arose, and screams, and murder ! " * 

* The following succinct acconnt of this too celebrated event, may 
be sufficient for this place : — 

** In the beginning of the year 1692, an action of unexampled bajv 
barity disgraced the government of King William III. in Scotland. In 
the Angnst preceding, a proclamation had been issued, offering an in- 
denmity to such insurg|nts ae should take the oaths to the King and 
Queen, on or beftnre the last day of December; and the chiefs of such 
tribes, as had been in arms for James, soon after took advantage of the 
proclamation. But Macdonald of Glencoe was prevented by accident, 
rather than design, from tendering his submission within the limited 
time. In the end of December he went to Colonel Hill, who com- 
manded the garrison in Fort-William, to take the oaths of allegiance 
to the government; and the latter having famished him with a letter 
to Sir Colin Campbell, Sheriff of the county of Argyll, directed him 
to repab: immediately to Inverary, to make his submission in a legal 
manner before that magistrate. But the way tolnverary lay through 
almost impassable moimtains, the season was extremely rigorous, and 
the whole country was covered with a deep snow. So eager, however, 
was Macdonald to take the oaths before the limited time should ex- 
pire, that, though the road lay within half a mile of ^is own house, he 
stopped not to visit his &mily, and, after various obstructions, arrived 
at Inverary. The time had elapsed, and the sheriff hesitated to re- 
ceive his submission; but Macdonald prevailed by his importunities, 
an^even tears, in inducing that functionary to administer to him the 
oath of allegiance, and to certify the cause of his delay. At this time 
Sir John Dahymple, ' afterwards Earl of Stair, being in attendance 
upon William as Secretary of State for Scotland, took advantage of 
Macdonald*s neglecting to take the oath within the time prescribed, 
and piocur;ed from the King a warrant of military >execution against 
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** Mother," answered Hamish, moumfallj, but with a 
decided tone, ** all that I have thought over — there is not 
a drop of the blood of Glencoe oa the noble hand of Bar- 
that chief and his whole clan. This was done at the instigation of the 
Earl of Breadalbane, whose lands the Glencoe men had plundered, and 
whoM treachery to government, in negotiating with the Higfakmd 
clans, Macdonald himself had exposed. The king was accordingly 
persuaded, that Glencoe was the main obstacle to the pacification of 
the Highlands: and the fact of the unfortunate chief *8 submission 
having been concealed, the sanguinary OfdwB for proceeding to mili- 
tary execution against his clan were in consequence obtained. The 
warrant was both signed and countersigned by the Eing*8 own hand, 
and the Secretary urged the ofEicers who commanded in the Highlands 
to execute their orders with the utmost rigour. Campbell of Glenlyon, 
a captain in Argyll's regiment, aAd two subalterns, were ordered to 
repair to Glencoe on the first of February with a hundred and twenty 
men. Campbell, being uncle to young Macdonald's wife, was received 
by the father with all manner of friendship aad hospitality. The men 
were lodged at free quarters in the houses of nis tenants, and receiveji 
the kindest entertainment. Till the 13th of the month the troops 
lived in the utmost harmony and familiarity with the people ; and on 
the very night of the massacre, the officers passed the evening at cards 
in Macdonald's house. In the night. Lieutenant Lindsay, with a party 
of soldiers, called in a friendly manner at his door, and was instantly 
admitted. Macdonald, while in the act of rising to receive his guest, 
was shot dead through the back with two bullets. His wife had al- 
ready dressed, but she was stripped naked by the soldiers, who tore 
the rings off her fingers with their teeth. The slaughter now became 
general, and neither age nor infirmity was spared. Some women, in 
defending their children, were killed;— boys, imploring mercy, were 
shot dead by officers, on whose knees they hung. In one place nine 
persons, as they sat enjoying themselves at table, were butchered by 
the soldiers. In Inverriggon, Campbell's own quarters, nine men were 
first bound by the soldiers,. and then shot at intervals one by one. 
Nearly forty persons were massacred by the troops; and several, who 
fled to the mountains, perished by famine and the inclemency of the 
season. Those who escaped owed their lives to a tempestuous night. 
Lieutenant-Colonel Hamilton, who had received the charge of the exe- 
cution from Dalrymple, was on his march with four hundred men, to 
guard ail the passes from the valley of Glencoe; but he was obliged to 
stop by the severity of the weather, which proved the safety of the 
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• caldiQe — with the unhappy house of Glenlyon, the curse 
remains, and on them God hath avenged it.'* 

" You speak like the Saxon priest already,** replied his 
mother ; " will you not better stay, and ask a kirk from 
MacAllan Mhor, that you may preach forgiveness to the 
race of Dermid ? " 

" Yesterday was yesterday," answered Hamish, " and 
to-day is to-day. When the clans are crushed and con- 
founded together, it is well and wise that their hatreds and 
■ their feuds should not survive their independence and 
their power. He that cannot execute vengeance like a 
man, should not harbour useless enmity like a craven. 
Mother, young Barcaldine is true and brave ; I know 
that MacPhadraick counselled him, that he should not let 
me take leave of you, lest you dissuaded me from my 
purpose ; but he said, ' Hamish MacTavish is the son of 
a brave man, and he will not break his word.' Mother, 
Barcaldine leads an hundred of the bravest of the sons 
' of the Gael in their native dress, and with their fathers' 
arms — ^heart to heart — ^shoulder to shoulder. I have 
sworn to go with him — He has trusted me, and I will 
trust him." 

At this reply, so firmly and resolvedly pronounced, 
Elspat remained like one thunderstruck, and sunk in de- 
spair. The arguments which she had considered so irre- 
sistibly conclusive, had recoiled like a wave from a rock. 
After a long pause, she filled her son's quaigh, and pre- 
sented it to him with an air of dejected deference and 
submission. 

iinfortanate olan. Next day he entered the valley, laid the houses in 
ashes, and carried away the cattle and spoil, which were divided 
among the officers and soldiers."— ^Hicle "Britain;" Encync, Bri- 
iammca—New Edition. 
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" Drink," she said, " to thj father^s roof-tree, ere you 
leave it for ever ; and tell me, — ^since the chains of a new 
Hang, and of a new Chief, whom jour fadiers knew not 
save as mortal enemies, are fastened upon the limbs of 
your father's son, — tell me how many links you count 
upon them ? " 

Hamish took the cup, but looked at hw as if uncertain 
of her meaning. She proceeded in a raised voice. " Tell 
me," she said, " for I have a right to know, for how many 
days the will of those you have made your masters per- 
mits me to look upon you ? — In other words, how many 
are the days of my life — for when you leave me, tbe 
earth has nought besides worth living for I " 

"Mother," replied Hamish MacTavish, "for six days I 
may remain with you, and if you will set out with me 
on the fifth, I will conduct you in safety to your new 
dwelling. But if you remain here, then I will depart on 
the seventh by day-break — then, as at the last moment, I 
MUST set out for Dunbarton, for if I appear not on the 
eighth day, I am subject to punishment as a deserter, and 
am dishonoured as a soldier and a gentleman." 

" Your father's foot," she answered, " was free as the 
wind on the heath — ^it were as vain to say to him, where 
goest thou, as to ask that viewless driver of the clouds, 
wherefore blowest thou? Tell me under what penalty 
thou must — ^since go thou must, and go thou wHt — ^return 
to thy thraldom?" 

" Call it not thraldom, mother, it is the serviee of an 
honourable soldier — the only service which is now open 
to the son of MacTavish Mhor." 

" Yet say what is the penalty if thou shouldst not re- 
turn 1 " replied Elspat. 

"Military punishment as a deserter," answered Har 
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mish ; writhing, however, as his mother failed not to ob*- 
serve, under some internal feelings^ which she resolved to 
probe to the uttermost. 

" And that/' she said, with assumed calmness, which 
her glancing eye disowned, ^ is the pcmii»hment of a diso- 
bedient hound, is it not ? " 

*^ Ask me no more, mother," said Hamish ; *^ the pun- 
ishment is nothing to one who will never deserve it." 

" To me it is something," replied Elspat, " since I know 
better than thou, that where there is .power to inflict, there 
is often the will to do so without cause. I would praty 
for thee, Hamdsh, and I must know agaimt what evils I 
should beseech Him who leaves none unguarded, to pro- 
tect thy youth and simplicity." 

*' Mother," said Hamish, " it signifies little to what a 
criminal may be exposed, if a man is determined not to 
be such. Our Highland chiefe used also to punish their 
vassals, and, as I have heard, severely.— Was it not Lach- 
lan Maclan, whom we remember of old, whose head was 
struck off by order of his chieflain for shooting at the 
stag before him ? " 

" Ay," said Elspat, " and ri^t he had to lose it, since 
he dishonoured the father of the people even in the face 
of the assembled elan. But the chiefe were noble in 
their ire — they punished with the sharp blade, and not 
with the baton. Their punishments drew blood, but they 
did not infer dishonour. Canst thou say the same for 
the laws under whose yoke thou hast placed thy freebom 
neck?" 

" I cannot— mother — ^I cannot," said Hamish, mourn- 
fully. *^ I saw them punish a Sassenach for deserting, as 
they called it, his banner. He was scourged — I own it 
-^scourged like a hound who has offended an imperious 
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master. I was sick at the sight — I confess it. Bat the 
punishment of dogs is only for those worse than dogs, who 
know n9t how to keep their faith.*' 

" To this infamy, however, thou hast subjected thyself, 
Hamish,'* replied Elspat, ^ if thou shouldst give, or thy 
officers take, measure of offence against thee. — I speak 
no more to thee on thy purpose. — Were the sixth day 
from this morning's sun my dying day, and thou wert to 
stay to dose mine eyes, thou wouldst run the risk of being 
lashed like a dog at a post — ^yes ! unless thou hadst the 
gallant heart to leave me to die alone, and upon my des- 
olate hearth, the last spark of thy father's fire, and of thy 
forsaken mother's life, to be extinguished together!" — 
Hamish traversed the hut with an impatient and angry 
pace. 

^Mother," he said at length, <' concern not yourself 
about such'things. I cannot be subjected to such infamy, 
for never will I deserve it { and were I threatened with 
it, I should know how to die before I was so far dishon- 
oured." 

^ There spoke the son of the husband of my heart ! " 
replied Elspat ; and she changed the discourse, and 
seemed to listen in melancholy acquiescence, when her 
son reminded her how short the time was which they 
were permitted to pass in each other's society, and en- 
treated that it might be spent without useless and un pleas* 
ant recollections respecting the circumstances under which 
they must soon be separated. 

Elspat was now satisfied that her son, with -some of his 
father's other properties, preserved the haughty mascu- 
line spirit which rendered it impossible to divert him 
from a resolution which he had deliberately adopted. 
She assumed, therefore, an exterior of apparent submis- 
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fiion to their inevitable separation ; and if she now and 
then broke out into complaints and mnrmurs, it was either 
that she could not altogether suppress the natural impet- 
uosity of her temper, or because she had the wit to con- 
sider, that a total and unreserved acquiescence might 
have seemed to her son constrained and suspicious, and 
induced him to watch and defeat the means by which she 
still hoped to prevent his leaving her. Her ardent, 
though selfish affection for her son, incapable of being 
qualified by a regard for the true interests of the unfor- 
tunate object of her attachment, resembled the instinctive 
fondness of the animal race for their offspring ; and diving 
little farther into futurity than one of the inferior crea- 
tures, she only felt, that to be separated from Hamish 
was to die. 

In> the brief interval permitted them, Elspat exhausted 
every art which affection could devise, to render agreea- 
ble to him the space which they were apparently to spend 
with each other. Her«' memory carried her far back into 
former days, and her stores of legendary history, which 
furnish at all times a principal amusement of the High- 
lander in his moments of repose, were augmented by an 
unusual acquaintance with the songs of ancient bards, and 
traditions of the most approved Seannachies and tellers 
of tales. Her officious attentions to her son's accommo- 
dation, indeed, were so unremitted as almost to give him 
pain ; and he endeavoured quietly to prevent her from 
taking so much personal toil in selecting the blooming 
heath for his bed, or preparing the meal for his refresh- 
ment. ^' Let me alone, Hamish," she would reply on 
such occasions ; " you follow your own will in departing 
from your mother, let your mother have hers in doing 
what gives her pleasure while you remain." 
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So much she seemed to be reconciled to the arrange- 
ments which he had made in her behalf, that she could 
hear him speak to her of her removing to the lands of 
Green Colin, as the gentleman was called, on whose 
estate he had provided her an asylum. In truth, how- 
ever, nothing could be farther from her thoughts. From 
what he had said during their first violent dispute, Elspat 
had gathered, that if Httmish returned not by the ap- 
pointed time permitted by his furlough, he would incur 
the hazard of corporal punishment. Were he placed 
within the risk of being thus dishonoured, she was well ' 
aware that he would never submit to the disgrace by a re- 
turn to the regiment where it might be inflicted. Whether 
she looked to any fiuther probable consequences of her 
unhappy scheme, cannot be known ; but the partner of 
MacTavish Mhor, in all his perib and wanderings, was 
familiar with a hundred instances of resistance or escape, 
by which one brave man, amidst a land of rocks, lakes, ^ 
and mountains, dangerous passes, and dark forests, might 
baffle the pursuit of hundreds. For the future, therefore, 
she feared nothing; her sole engrossing object was to 
prevent her son from keeping his word with his com- 
manding officer. 

With this secret purpose, she evaded the proposal 
which Hamish repeatedly made, that they should set out 
together to take possession of her new abode ; and she 
resisted it upon grounds apparently so natural to her 
character, that her son was neither alarmed nor dis- 
pleased. '^Let me not," she said, ^'in the same short 
week, bid farewell to my only son, and to the glen in 
which I have so long dwelt Let my eye, when dimmed 
with weeping for thee, still look around, for a while at 
least, upon Loch Awe and on Ben Cruachan.'' 
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Hamkh yielded the more willingly to his mother's 
humour in this particular, that one or two persons who 
resided in a neighbouring glen, and had given their sons 
to Barcaldine's levy, were also to be provided for on the 
estate of the chieftain, and it was apparently settled that 
Elspat was to take her journey along with them when 
they should remove to Hbeir bew residence. Thus, Ha- 
mish believed that he had at once indulged his mother's 
humour, and insured her safety and accommodation. But 
she nourished in her mind v«ry difEereoi thoughts and 
projects I 

The p&nod of Halaish's leare of abseaoe wm fait ap- 
proaching, aad more than once he proposed lo depart, in 
•(sach time as to eiBSure his guning easily and early Dhb^- 
bartoa, the town where were the headquarters of his 
reg^eoL But stall his mother's entreaties^ his own nat- 
ural dispositicm to linger among scenes long dear to him, 
atid above all, his firm reliance in his speed and acti^'ity. 
Induced him to protract his depaiture till the sixth day, 
being the very last which he could poesibly nfSard to 
spend with his mother, if mdeed he meant to comply with 
the conditions of his furlough. 
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CHAPTER V. 

But, fbr yoTDur aon,— belieTe It, oh, belieTe it-* 
Mott dangeroasly yon hvn with him proTailed, 
U not most mortal to him. — 

OoBzoLAinra. 

Ok the eyening which preceded his proposed depart- 
ure, Hamish walked down to the river with his fishing- 
rod, to practise in the Awe^ for the last time, a sport in 
which he excelled, and to find, at the same time, the 
means. for making one social meal with his mother, on 
something better than their ordinary cheer. He was as 
successful as usual, and soon killed a fine salmon. On 
his return homeward, an incident befell him, which he 
afterwards related as ominous, though probably his heated 
imagination, joined to the universal turn of his country- 
men for the marvellous, exaggerated into superstitious im- 
portance some very ordinary and accidental circumstance. 

In the path which he pursued homeward, he was sur- 
prised to observe a person, who, like himself, was dressed 
and armed afler the old Highland fashion. The first idea 
that struck him was, that the passenger belonged to his 
own corps, who, levied by government, and bearing arms 
under royal authority, were not amenable for breach of 
the statutes against the use of the Highland garb or 
weapons. But he was struck on perceiving, as he 
mended his pace to make up to his supposed comrade, 
meaning to request his company for the next day's jour- 
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ney, that the stranger wore a white cockade, the fatal 
badge which was proscribed in the Highlands. The stat- 
ure of the man was tall, and there was something shadowy 
in the outline, which added to his size, and his mode of 
motion, which rather resembled gliding than walking, im- 
pressed Hamish with superstitious fears concerning the 
character of the being which thus passed before him in 
the twilight He no longer strove to make up to the 
stranger, but contented himself with keeping him in 
view ; under the superstition, common to the Highland- 
ers, that jou ought neither to intrude yourself on such 
supernatural apparitions as you may witness, nor avoid 
their presence, but leave it to themselves to withhold or 
extend their communication,#is their power may permit, 
or the purpose of their commission require. 

Upon an elevated knoll by the side of the road, just 
where the pathway turned down to Elspat's hut, the 
stranger made a pause, and seemed to await Hamish's 
coming up. Hamish, on his part, seeing it was necessary 
he should pass the object of his suspicion, mustered up 
his courage, and approached the spot where the stranger 
had placed himself; who first pointed to Elspat's hut, and 
made, with arm and head, a gesture prohibiting Hamish 
to approach it, then stretched his hand to the road which 
led to the southward, with a motion which seemed to 
enjoin his instant departure in that direction. In a mo- 
ment afterwards the plaided form was gone — Hamish did 
not exactly say vanished, because there were rocks and 
stunted trees enough to have concealed him ; but it was 
his own opinion that he had seen the spirit of MacTavish 
Mhor, warning him to commence his instant journey to 
Dunbarton, without waiting till morning, or again visiting 
his mother's hut. 
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Id fact, 80 many accidents might arise to delay hia jour* 
^ey, especially where there were many ferries, that it be- 
came his settled purpose, though he oould not depart 
without bidding his mother adieu, that he neither oould 
nor would abide longer than for that object ; and that the 
first glimpse of next day's sun should see him many miles 
advanced towards Dunbarton. He descended the path, 
therefore, and entering the cottage, he oomnnmieated, m 
a hasty and troubled voice, which indicated mental agi- 
tOition, his determination to take his instant departore. 
Somewhat to his surprise Elspat appeared not to combat 
his purpose, but she urged him to take some re6:«shment 
ere he left her for ever. He did so hastily, and in silence, 
thinking on the approaching separation, and scarce yet 
believing it would take place without a final struggle with 
his mother's fondness. To his surpiise she filled the 
quaigh with liquor for his parting cup. 

" Go," she said, " my son, since such is thy settled pur- 
pose ; but first stand once more on thy moth^s hearth, 
the fiame on which will be extinguished long ere thy foot 
fh&W again be placed there." 

''To your health, mother!** said Hamish, ^'and may 
w^ meet again in happiness, in spite of your ominous 
words." 

'< It were better not to part," said his mother, watching 
him as he quafied the liquor, of which he would have held 
it ominous to have lefl a drop. 

" And now," she said, muttering the words to herself^ 
" go— if thou canst go." 

^ Mother," said Hamish, as he replaced on the table 
the empty quaigh, '^ thy drink is pleasant to the taste, but 
it takes away the strength which it ought to give." 

" Such is its first effect, my son," replied Elspat ; " bat 
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lie down upon that soil heather couch, shut your eyes but 
for a moment, and, in the sleep of an hour jou shall have 
more refreshment than in the ordinary repose of three 
whole nights, could they be blended into one." 

'< Mother/' said Hamish, upon whose brain the podon 
was now taking rapid effect, " giye me my bonnet — I 
must kiss you and be gone — ^yet it seems as if my feet 
were nailed to the floor." 

" Indeed," said his mother, " you will be instantly weU, 
if you will sit down for half an hour — ^but half an hour ; 
it is eight hours to dawn, and dawn were time enough for 
your father's son to begm such a journey." 

" I must obey you, mother — ^I feel I must," said Hamish 
inarticulately ; ^^ but call me j^hen the moon rises." 

He sat down on the bed^ — reclined back, and almost 
instantly was fast asleepu With the throbbing glee of one 
who has brought to an end a difficult and troublesome 
^fkterprise, Elspat proceeded tenderly to arrange the plaid 
of the unconscious slumberer, to whom her extravagant 
affection was doomed to be so fatal, expressing, while 
busied in her office, her delight, in tones of mingled ten* 
demess and triumph. ^ Yes," she said, " calf of my heart, 
the moon shall arise and set to thee, and so shall the sun ; 
but not to light thee from the .land of thy fathers, or tempt 
thee to serve the foreign prince or the feudal enemy ! To 
no son of Dermid shall I be delivered, to be fed like a 
bondswoman ; but he who is my pleasure and my pride 
siiall be my guard and my protector. They say the 
Highlands are changed ; but I see Ben Cruachan rear 
his crest as high as ever into the evening sky — no one 
hath yet herded his kine on the depth of Loch Awe — 
and yonder oak does not yet bend like a willow. The 
children of the mountains will be such as their fathers^ 
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until the mountains themselves shall be levelled with the 
strath. In these wild forests, which used to support thou- 
sands of the brave, there is still surely subsistence and 
refuge left for one aged woman, and one gaUant jouth, 
of the ancient race and the ancient manners." 

While the misjudging mother thus exulted in the suc- 
cess of her stratagem, we may mention to the reader, that 
it was founded on the acquaintance with drugs and sim- 
ples, which Elspat, accomplished in all things belonging 
to the wild life which she had led, possessed in an uncom- 
mon degree, and which she exercised for various purposes. 
With the herbs, which she knew how to select as well as 
how to distil, she could relieve more diseases than a reg- 
ular medical person could easily believe. She applied 
some to dye the bright colours of the tartan — ^from others 
she compounded draughts of various powers, and unhap- 
pily possessed the secret of one which was strongly sopo- 
rific. Upon the effects of this last concoction, as the 
reader doubtless has anticipated, she reckoned with secu- 
rity on delaying Hamish beyond the period for which his 
return was appointed ; and she trusted to his horror for 
the apprehended punishment to which he was thus ren- 
dered liable, to prevent him from returning at all. 

Sound and deep, beyond natural rest, was the sleep of 
Hamish MacTavish on that eventful evening, but not such 
the repose of his mother. Scarce did she close her eyes 
from time to time, but she awakened again with a start, 
in the terror that her son had arisen and departed ; and it 
was only on approaching his couch, and hearing his deep- 
drawn and regular breathing, that she reassured herself 
of the security of the repose in which he was plunged. 

Still, dawning, she feared, might awaken him, notwith- 
standing the unusual strength of the potion with which 
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8he had drugged his cap. If there remained a hope of 
mortal man accomplishing the journey, she was aware 
that Hamish would attempt it, though he were to die 
from fatigue upon the road. Animated by this new fear, 
she studied to exclude the light by stopping all the cran- 
nies and crevices through which, rather than through any 
regular entrance, the morning beams might find access to 
her miserable dwelling ; and this in order to detain amid 
its wants and wretchedness the being, on whom, if the 
world itself had been at her disposal, she would have 
joyftilly conferred it. 

Her pains were bestowed unnecessarily. The sun 
rose high above the heavens, and not the fleetest stag 
in Breadalbane, were the hounds at his heels, could have 
sped to save his life, so fast as would have been necessary 
to keep Hamish's appointment. Her purpose was fully 
attained — ^her son's return within the period assigned was 
impossible. She deemed it equally impossible that he 
would ever dream of returning, standing, as he must now 
do, in the danger of an infamous punishment. By de- 
grees, and at different times, she had gained irom him a 
full acquaintance with the predicament in which he would 
be placed by failing to appear on the day appointed, and 
the very small hope he could entertain of being treated 
with lenity. 

It is well known that the great and wise Earl of 
Chatham prided himself on the scheme, by which he 
drew together, for the defence of the colonies, those 
hardy Highlanders, who, until his time, had been the 
objects of doubt, fear, and suspicion, on the part of each 
successive administration. But some obstacles occurred, 
from the peculiar habits and temper of this people, to the 
execution of his patriotic project. By nature and habit. 
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everj Higblander was accustomed to the use of arms, but 
at the same time totaUy oaaccustomed to, and impatMt 
0^ the restraints imposed hj discipline upon regokn* 
troops. Thej were a species of militia,, who had no con* 
ception of a camp as their only home. If a battle was 
lost, they dispersed to save themselves, and look out for 
the safety of their families ;; if won, thej went back to 
l^ir glens to hoard up theb booty, and attend to their 
cattle and their farm& Thus privilege of going and oona^ 
log at pleasure, they would not be deprived of even hj 
their Chiefs, whose authority was in most <^er respects 
so despotic It followed as a matter of course, that the 
new-levied H^hland recrmts couid scarce he made to 
comprehend the nature of a imhftary eagagement, whiek 
compelled a aikain to serve in the army longer than he 
pleaaed ; and pcurhaps, in many instances, suffident care 
was not taken at enlistiag to explain to them tbe perma* 
nency of the ot^gagement which they eame under^ lest 
such a disclosure should induce them to change their 
mind* Desertions were therefore become numerous froni 
tbe newly-raised regiment, and the veteran General who 
Qommanded ai Dunhartafi, saw no better way of ehe<^ing^ 
them than by eansing an unusually severe example to be 
made of a deserter from an fingliah eorps. The young 
Highland regiment was obliged to attend upon the pun- 
ishment,, which struck a people peeuliariy jealous c^ per- 
sonal hoiu>ur,. with equal hoirror and disgust, and not 
unnaturally indispoeed some of thena to the service. The 
old Greneral,^ however, who had been regularly bred ion 
tbe German wars, stuck to his own opinion^ and gave out 
in orders that the first Highlander who might either de^ 
sert or fail to appear at the expiry of his furlough, should 
be brought to tbe halberds and punished like the culprit 
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whom thej had seen in that condition. No man douhted 
Aat General would keep his word rigorously when- 
ever severity was required, and Elspat, therefore, knew 
that her son> when he perceived that due compliance with 
his orders was impossible, must at the same time consider 
the degrading punishment denounced against bis defectioa 
as inevitable, should he place himself within the Generar» 
power.* 

* Of the strong, nndeyiating sttacfain^nt of the Highlanders to the 
person, and their deference to the will or commands of their ehiefe 
and superiors — their rigid adheronee to duty and principle — and their 
ohiralrons aete of self-deTOtion t» thee* in the fiue of danger and! 
death, there are many instanees recorded ia General Stewart of 
Garth's interesting Sketches of the Highlanders and Highland Regi- 
ments, which might not inaptly^ supply parallels to the deeds of the 
Romans themsdyes, at the era when Riorae w>ae in her glory* The Ibl- 
lowmg instances of such are worthy of belag here quoted ^-- 

**In the year 1796, a serious disturbance broke out in Glasgow,, 
among the Breadalbane Fencil^ee. Several men having been confined 
and threatened with corporal punishment, considerable discontent and 
irritation were excited among their comrades^ wMcb increased to such: 
Tiolence, that, when some men were confined in the guard-house, a 
great proportion of the regiment rushed out and fbrcibly released the 
prisoners. This violation of military disciplfne was not to be passed' 
over; and accordingly measures wers {mmecKiitely taken to secure th^ 
ringleaders. But so many were equally concemeci, that it was diffi- 
cult, if not impossible, to fix the crime on any, as being more promi- 
nently guilty. And here was shown a trait of character worthy of a 
better cause, and which originated fhom a feeling alive to the disgrace 
of a degrading punishment. The soldiers being made sensible of the 
nature of their misconduct, and the consequent necessity of public 
example, several men volwUarily offered tkemsehes to stand trfal, and 
sufibr the sentence of the Iftw as an atonement for the whole. These 
men were accordingly marched to Edinburghr Castle, tried, and four 
condemned to be shot. Three of them were afterwards reprieved, and 
the fourth, Alexander Sutherland, was shot on Musselburgh Sands. 

" The following demi-official account of ttiis unfortunate misunder- 
standing was published at the time :— 

**• *" During the afternoon of Monday, when a private of the light 
•ompan^of the Breadalbane Fencibles, who had been confined for a 
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When noou was well passed, new apprehensions came 
3n the mind of the lonely woman. Her son still slept 
under the influence of the draught; but what if, being 

ndlitwry offence, was released by that company, and some other com- 
panies who had assembled in a tumultuous manner before the guard- 
house, no person whatever was hurt, and no violence offered; and 
however unjustifiable the proceedings, it originated not from any dis- 
respect or ill-will to their officers, but from a mistaken point of honour, 
in a particular set of men in the battalion, who thought themselves 
disgraced by the impending punishment of one of their number. The 
men have, in every respect, since that period, conducted themselves 
with the greatest regularity, and strict subordination. The whole of 
the battalion seemed extremely sensible of the improper conduct of 
such as were concerned. Whatever regret they might feel for the fate 
of the few individuals who had so readily given themselves up as 
prisoners, to be tried for their own and others' misconduct/ 

" On the march to Edinburgh, a circumstance occurred, the m(»re 
worthy of notice, as it shows a strong principle of honour and fidelity 
to his word and to his officer in a common Highland soldier. One of 
the men stated to the officer commanding the party, that he knew what 
his fate would be, but that he had left business of the utmost impor- 
tance to a friend in Glasgow, which he wished to transact before his 
death; that, as to himself, he was fully prepared to meet his fate; but 
with regard to his friend, he could not die in peace unless the business 
was settled, and that, if the officer would suffer him to return to Glas- 
gow, a few hours there would be sufficient, and he would join him be- 
fore he reached Edinburgh, and march as a prisoner with the party. 
The soldier added, ^ You have known me since I was a child ; you 
know my country and kindred, and you may believe I shall never 
bring you to any blame by a breach of the promise I now make, to be 
with you in full time to be delivered up in the Castle.* This was a 
startling proposal to the officer, who was a judicious, humane man, 
and kn^w perfectly his risk and responsibility in yielding to sucli an 
extraordinary application. However, his confidence was such, that he 
complied with the request of the prisoner, who returned to Glasgow at 
night, settled his business, and left the town before daylight to redeem 
his pledge. He took a long circuit to avoid being seen, apprehended 
as a deserter, and sent back to Glasgow, as probably his account of his 
officer's indulgence would not have been credited. In consequence of 
this caution, and the lengthened march through woods and over hills 
by an unfrequented route, there was no appearance of him at the hour 
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Stronger than she had ever known it administered, hid 
health or his reason should be affected hj its potency ? 
For the first time, likewise, notwithstanding her high 

appointed. The perplexity of the officer when he reached the neigh- 
bourhood of Edinburgh may be easily imagined. He moved for- 
ward slowly indeed, but no soldier appeared ; and unable to delay any 
longer, he marched up to the Castle, and as he was delivering over the 
prisoners, but before any report was given in, Macmartin, the absent 
soldier, rushed in among his fellow-prisoners, all pale with anxiety and 
fatigue, and breathless with apprehension of the consequences in which 
his delay might have involved his benefactor. 

** In whatever light the conduct of the officer (my respectable friend, 
Major Colin Campbell) may be considered, either by military men or 
others, in this memorable exemplification of the characteristic prin- 
ciple of his countrymen, fidelity to their word, it cannot but be wished 
that the soldier's magnanimous self-devotion had been taken as an 
atonement for his own misconduct and that of the whole, who also had 
made a high sacrifice, in the volimtary offer of their lives for the con- 
duct of their brother soldiers. Are these a people to be treated as 
malefactors, without regard to their feelings and principles V and might 
not a discipline, somewhat different from the usual mode, be, with ad- 
vantage, applied to them? *'— Vol. ii. pp. 418-415, 8d Edit. 

^ A soldier of this regiment, (the Argyllshire Highlanders,) deserted, 
and emigrated to America, where he settled. Several years after his 
desertion, a letter was received from him, with a sum of money, for 
the purpose of procuring one or two men to supply his place in the 
regiment, as the only recompense he could make for * breaking his 
oath to his God and his allegiance to his King, which preyed on his 
conscience in such a manner, that he had no rest night nor day.' 

** This man had had good principles early instilled into his mind, 
and the disgrace which he had been originally taught to believe would 
attach to a breach of faith now operated with full effect. The soldier 
who deserted from the 42d Regiment at Gibraltar, in 1797, exhibited 
the same remorse of conscience after he had violated his allegiance. 
in countries where such principles prevail, and regulate the character 
of a people, the mass of the population may, on occasions of trial, be 
reckoned on as sound and trustworthy." — ^Vol. ii. p. 218, 8d Edit. 

** The late James Menzies of Culdares, having engaged in the rebel- 
lion of 1716, and been taken at Preston, in Lancashire, was carried to 
London, where he was tried and condemned, but afterwards reprieved. 
Grateful for this clemency, he remained at home in 1746, but, retain- 
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ideas on the subject of parental autltority, she began la 
dread the resentment of her son, whom her heart told her 
she had wronged. Of late, she had obserYed that his 
temper was less docile, and his determinations, especially 
upon this late occasion of his enlistment, independently 
formed, and then boldly carried through. She remem- 
bered the stem wilfulness of bis fether when he accounted 
himself ill-used, and began to dread that Hamish, upon 
finding the deceit she had put upon him, might resent it 
even to the extent of casting her off, and pursuing his 
own course through the world alone. Such were the 
alarming and yet the reasonable apprehensions which 
began to crowd upon the ynfortunate woman, after the 
apparent success of her ill-advised stratagem. 

It was near evening when Haniish first awoke, and 
then he was far from being in the full possession either 

iii|» a pFedileottHt for tkt cid cuue, he sent & liaadsQiiie ohargwr as a 
present to Prince Gliarles^ when adraneing thiongfa Kngl«.Tiri. Th» 
gervant who led and deliTefred the hors^ waft taken prisoner, and car- 
ried to Cariisle, where he was tried and condemned. To extort a dis- 
covery of the peorson who sent the horse, threats of immediate executioB 
in case of refusal^ aod offers of pardon on his giving information^ wer« 
held out ineffectually to the faithful messenger. He knew, he said, 
what the consequence of a disclosure wouM be to his master, and his 
own life was nothing in the comparison; when brought out for exoca- 
tion, he was again pressed to inform on his master. He asked if they 
were serious in supposing him such a villain.. If he did what they 
desired, and forgot his master and his trust, he could not return to hia 
native country, for Glenlyon. would be no home or country for him^as 
lie would b^ despised and hunted out of the Glen. Accordingly he 
kept steady to his trusty and was executed. This trusty servant's 
name was John Macnaughton, from Glenlyon, in Perthshire; he de- 
serves to be mentioned, both on account of his incorruptible fidelity, 
axid of Ms* testimofty Ito the honourable principles <^ the people, and 
to their detestation, of a breach of trust to a kind and honourable maa- 
ter, however great might be the risk, or however fatal the ooase- 
goonces, to the individual himself." — Vol. i. pp. 52, 53, Sd Edit 
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of his mental or bodily powers. From his vagne expres« 
sionb and disordered fmlse, Elspat «t first ezperienoed 
much apprehension ; but she used such expedients as her 
iBedical knowledge suggested ; and in the coarse of the 
night, she had the satisfaction to see faim smk once more 
into a de^ sleep, whidi probablj carried off the greater 
part of the effects of the drug, for about sun-rising she 
heard him arise, and call to her for his bonnet. This 
she had purposely removed, from a fear that he might 
awaken and depart in the night-time, without her knowl- 
edge. 

« My bonnet—- my bonnet," cried Hamish, ^ it is time 
to take farewell. Mother, your drink was too strong-*- 
the sun is up— but with the next morning I will still see 
the double summit of the ancient Dun. My bonnet — my 
bonnet! mother, I must be instant in my departure." 
These expressions made it' plain that poor Hamish was 
unconscious that two nights and a day had passed since 
he had drained the fatal quaigh, and Elspat had now to 
venture on what she felt as the almost perilous, as well as 
paioinl task, of ex;plaining her machinations. 

(< Forgive me, my son," she said, approaching Hamish, 
wid taking him by the hand ^nth an air of deferential 
awe, which perhaps she had not always used to his father, 
even when in his moody fits. 

" Forgive you, mother — ^for what ? " said Hamish, 
laughing ; ^ for giving me a dram that was too strong, 
and which my head still feels this morning, or, for hiding 
my bonnet to keep me an instant longer ? Nay, do you 
fbr^ve me. Give me the bonnet, and let that be done 
which now must be done. Give me my bonnet, or I go 
without it ; surely I am not to be delayed by ^so trifiing a 
want as that — I, who have gone for years with only a 
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8trmp of deer's hide to tie back my hair. Trifle not, bat 
giTe it mOy or I must go bareheaded, since to stay iS im- 
possible." 

^ My SOD," said Ekpat, keeping fast hold of his hand, 
** what is d<Mke cannot be recalled ; could you borrow the 
wings of yonder eagle, you would arrive at the Dun too 
late for what you purpose, — too soon for what awaits you 
thei'e* Yoa believe you see the sun rising for the first 
time since you have seen him set, but yesterday beheld 
him dimb Ben Cruachan, though your eyes were closed 
to his light" 

Hamish cast upon his mother a wild glance of extreme 
terror, then instantly recovering himself, said — ^ I am no 
child to be cheated out of my purpose by such tricks as 
these — Farewell, mother, each moment is worth a life- 
time." 

" Stay," she said, " my dear — ^my deceived son ! rush 
not on infamy and ruin — Yonder I see the priest upon 
the high-road on his white horse — ask him the day of the 
month and week — ^let him decide between us." 

With the speed of an eagle, Hamish darted up the ac- 
divity, and stood by the minister of Glenorquhy, who was 
pacing out thus early to administer consolation to a dis- 
tressed family near Buna we. 

The good man was somewhat startled to behold an 
armed Highlander, then so unusual a sight, and appar- 
ently much agitated, stop his horse by the bridle, and ask 
him with a faltering voice the day of the week and month. 
" Had you been where you should have been yesterday, 
young nian," replied the clergyman, "you would have 
known that it was God's Sabbath ; and that this is Mon- 
day, the second day of the week, and twenty-first of the 
month." 
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^ And this is true ? " said Hamish. 

" As true," answered the surprised minister, " as that I 
yesterday preached the word of God to this parish. — 
What ails you, young man ? — ^are you sick ? — ^are you in 
your right mind ? " 

Hamish made no answer, only repeated to himself the 
first expression of the clergyman — ^^ Had you been where 
you should have been yesterday ; " and so saying, he let 
go the bridle, turned from the road, and descended the 
path towards the hut, with the look and pace of one who 
was going to execution. The minister looked after him 
with surprise ; but although he knew the inhabitant of the 
hovel, the character of Elspat had not invited him to open 
any communication with her, because she was generally 
reputed a Papist, or rather one indifferent to all religion, 
except some superstitious observances which had been 
handed down from her parents. On Hamish the Rev- 
erend Mr. Tyrie had bestowed instructions when he was 
occasionally thrown in his way, and if the seed fell among 
the brambles and thorns of a wild and uncultivated dispo- 
sition, it had not yet been entirely checked or destroyed. 
There was something so ghastly in the present expression 
of the youth's features, that the good man was tempted to 
go down to the hovel, and inquire whether any distress 
had befallen the inhabitants, in which his presence might 
be consoling, and his ministry useful. Unhappily he did 
not persevere in this resolution, which might have saved 
a great misfortune, as he would have probably become a 
mediator for the unfortunate young man ; but a recollec- 
tion of the wild moods of such Highlanders as had been 
educated after the old fashion of the country, prevented 
his interesting himself in the widow and son of the far- 
ireaded robber, MacTavish Mhor ; and he thus missed 
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an opportunity, which he afterwards sorelj repented, of 
doing mnch good. 

When Hamish MacTavish ent^ned his mother's hut, it 
was only to throw himself on dK bed be had left, and ex- 
claiming, '^ Undone, undone I *' to give vent^ in cf ies of 
grief and anger, to his deep sense of the deceit which had 
been practised on him, and of the cruel predicament to 
whidi he was reduced. 

Elspat was pr^ared for the first explosion of her scni'b 
passion, and said to herself, ^ It is but the mountain tor- 
rent, swelled by the thunder show^* Let us sit and rest 
us by the bank ; for all its present tumult, the time will 
soon come when we may pass it dryshod." She suffered 
his complaints and his reproaches, which were, even in 
the midst of his agony, respectful and affectionate, to die 
away without returning any answer ; and when, at length, 
having exhausted all the exdamatioDs of sorrow which 
his language, copious in expres^ng the feelings of the 
heart, affords to the sufferer, he sunk into a gloomy 
silence, she suffered the interval to continue near an hour 
ere she approached her son's oouch. 

^ And now," she said at length, with a voice in which 
the authority of the mother was qualified by her tender- 
ness, ^ have you exhausted your idle sorrows, and are you 
able to place what you have gained agamst what you have 
lost ? Is the false son of Dermid your brother, or the 
fitther of your tribe, that you weep because you cannot 
bind yourself to his belt, and become one of those who 
must do his bidding ? Could you find in ytader distant 
country the lakes and the mountains that you leave be- 
hind you here ? Can you hunt the deer of Breadalbane 
in the forests of America, or will the ocean afford you the 
silver-scaled aahwHi of the Awe ? CSonsider, then, what 
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is your loss, and, like a wise man, set it against what you 
have won." 

^< I have lost all, mother," replied Hamish, << since I 
have broken my word, and lost my honour. I might tell 
my tale, but who, oh, who would believe me ? " The 
unfortunate young man again clasped his hands together, 
and, pressing them to his forehead, hid his face upon the 
bed. 

Elspat was now really alarmed, and perhaps wished 
the fatal deceit had been left unattempted. She had no 
hope or refuge saving in the eloquence of persuasion, of 
whicli she possessed no small share, though her total 
ignorance of the world as it actually existed, rendered its 
energy unavailing. She urged her son, by every tender 
epithet which a parent oould bestow, to take care for his 
own safety. 

" Leave me," she said, " to baffle your pursuers. I will 
save your life — I will save your honour — I will tell them 
that my fair-haired Hamish fell from the Corrie dbu 
(black precipice) into the gulf, of which human eye never 
beheld the bottom. I will teU them this, and I will fling 
your plaid on the thorns which grow on the brink of the 
precipice, that they may believe my words. They will 
believe, and they will return to the Dun of the double- 
crest ; for though the Saxon drum can call the living to 
die, it cannot recall the dead to their slavish standard. 
Then will we travel together far northward to the salt 
lakes of Kintail, and placo glens and mountains betwixt 
us and the sons of Dermid. We will visit the shores of 
the dark lake, and my kinsmen — (for was not my mother 
of the children of Kenneth, and will they not remember 
us with the old love ?) — my kinsmen will receive us with 
the affection of the olden time, which lives in those dis 
VOL. xxxviii. 22 
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tant glens, where the Gael still dwell in their nobleness, 
unmingled with the churl Saxons, or with the base brood 
that are their tools and their slaves.*' 

The energy of the language, somewhat allied to hyper- 
bole, even in its most ordinary expressions, now seemed 
almost too weak to afford Elspat the means of bringing 
out the splendid picture which she presented to her son 
of the land in which she proposed to him to take refuge. 
Yet the colours were few with which she could paint her 
Highland paradise. " The hills," she said, " were higher 
and more magnificent than those of Breadalbane — Ben 
Cruachan was but a dwarf to Skooroora. The lakes were 
broader and larger, and abounded not only with fish, but 
with the enchanted and amphibious animal which gives 
oil to the lamp.* The deer were larger and more numer- 
ous — the white-tusked boar, the chase of which the brave 
loved best, was yet to be roused in those western solitudes 
— -the men were nobler, wiser, and stronger, than the> de- 
generate brood who lived under the Saxon banner. The 
daughters of the land were beautiful, with blue eyes and 
fair hair, and bosoms of sndw, and out of these she would 
choose a wife for Hamish, of blameless descent, spotless 
fame, fixed and true affection, who should be in their 
summer bothy as a beam of the sun, and in their winter 
abode as the warmth of the needful fire." 

Such were the topics with which Elspat strove to soothe 
the despair of her son, and to determine him," if possible, 
to leave the fatal spot, on which he seemed resolved to 
linger. The style of her rhetoric was poetical, but in 
other respects resembled that which, like other fond 
mothers, she had lavished on Hamish, while a child or a 
boy, in order to gain his consent to do something he had 
* The seals are considered by the Highlanders as enchanted princes. 
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no mind to ; and she spoke louder, quicker, and more 
earnestly, in proportion as she began to despair of her 
words carrying conviction. 

On the mind of Hamish her eloquence made no im- 
pression. He knew far better than she did the actual 
situation of the country, and was sensible, that, though it 
might be possible to hide himself as a fugitive among 
more distant mountains, there was now no corner in the 
Highlands in which his father's profession could be prac- 
tised, even if he had not adopted, from the improved ideas 
of the time when he lived, the opinion, that the trade of 
the cateran was no longer the road to honour and distinc- 
tion. Her words were therefore poured into regardless 
ears, and she exhausted herself in vain in the attempt to 
paint the regions of her mother's kinsmen in such terms 
as might tempt Hamish to accompany her thither. She 
spoke for hours, but she spoke in vain. She could extort 
no answer, save groans, and sighs, and ejaculations, ex- 
pressing the extremity of despair. 

At length, starting on her feet, and changing the mo- 
notonous tone in which she had chanted, as it were, the 
praises of the province of refuge, into the short, stem 
language of eager passion — '' I am a fool," she said, " to 
spend my words upon an idle, poor-spirited, unintelligent 
boy, who crouches like a hound to the lash. Wait here, 
and receive your taskmasters, and abide your chastise- 
ment at their hands ; but do not think your mother's eyes 
will behold it. 1 could not see it and live. My eyes 
have looked often upon death, but never upon dishonour. 
Farewell, Hamish ! — We never meet again." 

She dashed from the hut like a lapwing, and perhaps 
for the moment actually entertained the purpose which 
she expressed, of parting with her son for ever. A fear- 
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ful sight she would have been that evening to any who 
might have met her wandering through the wilderness 
like a restless spirit, and speaking to herself in language 
which will endure no translation. She rambled for hours, 
seeking rather than shunning the most dangerous paths. 
The precarious track through the morass, the dizzy path 
along the edge of the precipice, or by the banks of the 
gulfing river, were the roads which, far from avoiding, 
she sought with eagerness, and traversed with reckless 
haste. But the courage arising from despair was tlie 
means of saving the life, which (though deliberate suicide 
was rarely practised in the Highlands) she was perhaps 
desirous of terminating. Her step on the verge of the 
precipice was firm as that of the wild goat Her eye, in 
that state of excitation, was so keen as to discern, even 
amid darkness, the perils which noon would not have 
enabled a stranger to avoid. 

Elspat's course was not directly forward, else she had 
soon been far from the bothy in which, she had left her 
son. It was circuitous, for that hut was the centre to 
which her heartstrings were chained, and though she 
wandered around it, she felt it impossible to leave the 
vicinity. With the first beams of morning, she returned 
to the hut. A while she paused at the wattled door, as 
if ashamed that lingering fondness should have brought 
her back to the spot which she had lefl with the purpose 
of never returning ; but there was yet more of fear aud 
anxiety in her hesitation — of anxiety, lest her fair-haired 
son had suffered from the effects of her potion — of fear, 
lest his enemies had come upon him in the night She 
opened the door of the hut gently, and entered with 
noiseless step. Exhausted with his sorrow and anxiety, 
aud not entirely relieved perhaps from the influence of 



Digitized by VjOOglC 



THE HIGHLAND WIDOW. 341 

the powerful opiate, Hamish Bean again slept the stem 
Bound sleep, hy which the Indians are said to be over- 
come during the interval of their torments. His mother 
was scarcely sure that she actually discerned his form on 
the bed, scarce certain that her ear caught the sound of 
his breathing. With a throbbing heart, Elspat went to 
the fire-place in the centre of the hut, where slumbered, 
covered with a piece of turf, the glimmering embers of 
the fire, never extinguished on a Scottish hearth until the 
indwellers leave the mansion for ever. 

" Feeble greishogh,** * she said, as she lighted, by the 
help of a match, a splinter of bog pine which was to serve 
the place of a candle ; ^^ weak greishogh, soon shalt thou 
be put out for ever, and may Heaven grant that the life 
of Elspat MacTavish have no longer duration than 
thine!" 

While she spoke she raised the blazing light towards 
the bed, on which still lay the prostrate limbs of her son, 
in a posture that lefl it doubtful whether he slept or 
swooned. A»she advanced towards him, the light flashed 
upon his eyes — he started up in an instant, made a stride 
forward with his naked dirk in his hand, like a man 
armed to meet a mortal enemy, and exclaimed, " Stand 
oflf I— on thy life, stand oflf!'* 

" It is the word and the action of my husband," an- 
swered Elspat ; '^ and I know by his speech and his step 
tlie son of MacTavish Mhor." 

^ Mother," said Hamish, relapsing from his tone of des- 
perate firmness into one of melancholy expostulation ; " oh, 
dearest mother, wherefore have you returned hither ? " 

" Ask why the hind comes back to the fawn," said El- 
spat ; ^' why the cat of the mountain returns to her lodge 
* Greishogh, a glowing ember. 
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and her young. Know you, Hamisb, that the heart of 
the mother only lives in the bosom of the child.** 

" Then will it soon cease to throb," said Hamish, " un- 
less it can beat within a bosom that lies beneath the turf. 
— ^Mother, do not blame me ; if I weep, it is not for my- 
self, but for you, for my sufferings will soon be over ; but 

yours Oh, who but Heaven shall set a boundary to 

them ! " 

Elspat shuddered and stepped backward, but almost 
instantly resumed her firm and upright position, and her 
dauntless bearing. 

'^ I thought thou wert a man but even now," she said, 
"and thou art again a child. Hearken to me yet, and let 
us leave this place together. Have I done thee wrong or 
injury ? if so, yet do not avenge it so cruelly — See, Elspat 
MacTavish, who never kneeled before even to a priest, 
falls prostrate before her own son, and craves his forgive- 
ness." And at once she threw herself on her knees before 
the young man, seized on his hand, and kissing it a hundred 
times, repeated as oflen, in heart-breaking accents, the 
most earnest entreaties for forgiveness. " Pardon," she 
exclaimed, " pardon, for the sake of your father's ashes — 
pardon, for the sake of the pain with which I bore thee, 
the care with which I nurtured thee! — Hear it, Heaven, 
and behold it. Earth — the mother asks pardon of her 
child, and she is refused ! " 

It was in yain that Hamish endeavoured to stem this 
tide of passion, by assuring his mother, with the most 
solemn asseverations, that he forgave entirely the fatal 
deceit which she had practised upon him. 

" Empty words," she said ; " idle protestations, which 
are but used to hide the obduracy of your resentment. 
Would you have me believe you, then leave the hut this 
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instant, and retire from a countrj which every hour ren- 
ders more dangerous — Do this, and I may think you have 
forgiven me — ^refuse it, and again I call on moon and 
stars, heaven and earth, to witness the unrelenting resent- 
ment with which you prosecute your mother for a fault, 
which, if it be one, arose out of love to you." 

'^ Mother," said Hamish, " on this subject you move me 
not. I will fly before no man. If Barcaldine should 
send every Grael that is under his banner, here, and in 
this place, will I abide them ; and when you bid me fly, 
you' may as well command yonder mountain to be loos- 
ened from its foundations. Had I been sure of the road 
by which they are coming hither, I had spared them the 
pains of seeking me ; but I might go by the mountain, 
while they perchance came by the lake. Here I will 
abide my fate ; nor is there in Scotland a voice of power 
enough to bid me stir from hence, and be obeyed." 

'^ Here, then, I also stay," said £lspat, rising up and 
speaking with assumed composure. " I have seen my 
husband's death — ^my eyelids shall not grieve to look on 
the fall of my son. But MacTavish Mhor died as be- 
came the brave, with his good sword in his right hand ; 
my son will perish like the bullock that is driven to the 
shambles by the Saxon owner, who has bought him for a 
price." 

" Mother," said the unhappy young man, " you have 
taken my life ; to that you have a right, for you gave it ; 
but touch not my honour ! It came to me from a brave 
train of ancestors, and should be sullied neither by man's 
deed nor woman's speech. What I shall do, perhaps I 
myself yet know not ; but tempt me no farther by re- 
proachful words ; you have already made wounds more 
than you can ever heal." 
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" It is well, my son," said Elspat, in reply. " Expect 
neither farther complaint nor remonstrance from me ; but 
let us be silent, and wait the chance which Heaven shall 
send us." 

The sun arose on the next morning, and found the 
bothy silent as the grave. The mother and son had 
arisen, and were engaged each in their separate task — 
Hamish in preparing and cleaning his arms with the 
greatest accuracy, but with an air of deep dejection. 
Elspat, more restless in her agony of spirit, employed 
herself in making ready the food which the distress of 
yesterday had induced them both to dispense with for an 
unusual number of hours. She placed it on the boai'd 
before her son so soon as it was prepared, with the words 
of a Gaelic poet, ^^ Without daily food, the husbandman's 
ploughshare stands still in the furrow ; without daily food, 
the sword of the warrior is too heavy for his hand. Our 
bodies are our slaves, yet they must be fed if we would 
have their service. So spake, in ancient days, the Blind 
Bard to the warriors of Fion." 

The young man made no reply, but he fed on what was 
placed before him, as if to gather strength for the scene 
which he was to undergo. When his mother saw that he 
had eaten what sufficed him, she again filled the fatal 
quaigh, and proffered it as the conclusion of the repast. 
But he started aside with a convulsive gesture, expressive 
at once of fear and abhorrence. 

^^ Nay, my son," she said, ^ this time, surely, thou hast 
no cause of fear." 

" Urge me not, mother," answered Hamish ; ** or put 
the leprous toad into a flagon, and I will drink ; but from 
that accursed cup, and of that mind-destroying potion, 
never will I taste more ! " 
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" At your pleasure, my son," said Eispat, liauglitily ; 
and began, with much apparent assiduity, the various do- 
mestic tasks which had been interrupted dunng the pre- 
ceding day. Whatever was at her heart, all anxiety 
seemed banished from her looks and demeanour. It was 
but from an over activity of bustling exertion that it 
might have been perceived, by a close observer, that her 
actions were spurred by some internal cause of painful 
excitement ; and such a spectator, too, might also have 
observed how often she broke off the snatches of songs or 
tunes which she hummed, apparently without knowing 
what she was doing, in order to cast a hasty glance from 
the door of the hut. Whatever might be in the mind of 
Hamish, his demeanour was directly the reverse of that 
adopted by his mother. Having finished the ta^^k of 
cleaning and preparing his arms, which he arranged 
within the hut, he sat himself down before the door of the 
bothy, and watched the opposite hill, like the fixed senti- 
nel who expects the approach of an enemy. Noon found 
him in the same unchanged posture, and it was an hour 
after that period, when his mother, standing beside him, 
laid her hand on his shoulder, and said, in a tone indiffer- 
ent, as if she had been talking of some friendly visit, 
** When dost thou expect them ? " 

" They cannot be here till the shadows fall long to the 
eastward, replied Hamish ; "that is, even supposing the 
nearest party, commanded by Sergeant Allan Breack 
Cameron, has been commanded hither by express from 
Dunbarton, as it is most likely, they will." 

*' Then enter beneath your mother's roof once more ; 
partake the last time of the food which she has prepared ; 
after this, let them come, and thou shalt see if thy mother 
is a useless incumbrance in the day of strife. Thy hand, 



Digitized by VjOOglC 



346 WAVERLEY NOVELS. 

practised as it is, cannot fire these arms so fast as I can 
load them ; nay, if it is necessary, I do not myself fear 
the flash or the report, and my aim has been held fatal." 

^^ In the name of Heaven, mother, meddle not with this 
matter ! " said Hamish. " Allan Breack is a wise man 
and a kind one, and comes of a good stem. It may be, 
he can promise for our officers, that they will touch me 
with no infamous pimishment ; and if they offer me con* 
finem^t in the dungeon, or death by the musket, to that 
I may not object" 

" Alas ! and wilt thou trust to their word, my foolish 
child ? Remember the race of Dermid were ever fair 
and false, and no sooner shall they have gyves on thy 
hands, than they will strip thy shoulders for the scourge." 

"Save yoiir advice, mother," said Hamish, sternly; 
" for me, my mind is made up." 

But though he spoke thus, to escape the almost perse- 
cuting urgency of his mother, Hamish would have found 
it, at that moment, impossible to say upon what course of 
conduct he had thus fixed. On one point alone he was 
determined, namely, to abide his destiny, be what it 
might, and not to add to the breach of his word, of which 
he had been involuntarily rendered guilty, by attempting 
to escape from punishment. This act of self-devotion he 
conceived to be due to his own honour, and that of his 
countrymen. Which of his comrades would in future be 
trusted, if he should be considered as having broken his 
word, and betrayed the confidence of his officers? and 
whom but Hamish Bean MacTavish would the Gael ac- 
cuse, for having verified and confirmed the suspicions 
which the Saxon general was well known to entertain 
against the good faith of the Highlanders? He was, 
therefore, bent firmly to abide his fate. But whether his 
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intention was to yield himself peaceably into the hands 
of the party who should come to apprehend him, or 
whether he purposed by a show of resistance, to provoke 
them to kill him on the spot, was a question which he 
could not himself have answered. His desire to see Bar- 
caldine, and explain the cause of his absence at the ap- 
pointed time, urged him to the one course ; his fear of the 
degrading punishment, and of his mother's bitter upbraid- 
ings, strongly instigated the latter and the more dangerous 
purpose. He left it to chance to decide when the crisis 
should arrive ; nor did he taiTy long in expectation of the 
catastrophe. 

Evening approached, the gigantic shadows of the moun- 
tains streamed in darkness towards the east, while their 
western peaks were still glowing with crimson and gold. 
The road which winds round Ben Craachan was fully 
visible from the door of the bothy, when a party of five 
Highland soldiers, whose arms glanced in the sun, 
wheeled suddenly into sight from the most distant extrem- 
ity where the highway is hidden behind the mountain. 
■ One of the party walked a little before the other four, 
who marched regularly and in files, according to the rules 
of military discipline. There was no dispute, from the 
firelocks which they carried, and the plaids and bonnets 
which they wore, that they were a party of Hamish's reg- 
iment, under a non-commissioned officer ; and there could 
be as little doubt of the purpose of their appearance on 
the banks of Loch Awe. 

" They come briskly forward," said the widow of Mac- 
Tavish Mhor, — ^ I wonder how fast or how slow some of 
them will return again ! But they are five, and it is too 
much odds for a fair field. Step back, within the hut, my 
son, and shoot from the loophole beside the door. Two 
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70a may bring down ere they qait the high-road for the 
footpath — ^there will remain but three ; and jour father, 
with mj aid, has often stood against that number." 

Hamish Bean took the gun which his mother offered, 
but did not stir from the door of the hut He was sooa 
yisible to the party on the high-road, as was evident from 
their increasing their pace to a run ; the files, however, 
still keeping together, like coupled greyhounds, and ad- 
vancing with great rapidity. In far less time than would 
have been accomplished by men less accustomed to the 
mountains, they had lefl the high-road, traversed the nar- 
row path, and approached within pistol-shot of the bothy, 
at the door of which stood Hamish, fixed like a statue of 
stone, with his firelock in his hand, while his mother, 
placed behind him, and almost driven to frenzy by the 
violence of her passions, reproached him in the strongest 
terms which despair could invent, for his want of resolu- 
tion and faintness of heart Her words increased the 
bitter gall which was arising in the young man's own 
spirit, as he observed the unfriendly speed with which his 
late comrades were eagerly making towards him, like 
hounds towards the stag when he is at bay. The un- 
tamed and angry passions which he inherited from father 
and mother, were awakened by the supposed hostility of 
tho&e who pursued him ; and the restraint under which 
these passions had been hitherto held by his sober judg- 
ment, began gradually to give way. The sergeant now 
called to him, " Hamish Bean MacTavish, lay down your 
arms, and surrender." 

^ Do you stand, Allan Breack Cameron, and comnumd 
your men to stand, or it will be the worse for us all.'' 

" Halt, men ! " — ^said the sergeant, but continuing him- 
self to advance. '^ Hamish, think what you do, and give 
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up your gun ; you may spill blood, but you cannot escape 
punishment." 

"The scourge — ^the scoui^e ! — My son, beware the 
scourge ! " whispered his mother. 

" Take heed, Allan Breack," said Hamish. " I would 
not hurt you willingly, — but I will not be taken unless 
you can assure me against the Saxon lash." 

" Fool ! " answered Cameron, ** you know I cannot ; 
yet I wilTdo all I can. I will say I met you on your 
return, and the punishment will be light — But give up 
your musket. — Come on, men." 

Instantly he rushed forward, extending his arm as if to 
push aside the young man's levelled firelock. Elspat ex- 
claimed, " Now, spare not your father's bkx>d to defend 
your father's hearth!" Hamish fired his piece, and 
Cameron dropped dead. — ^All these things happened, it 
might be said, in the same moment of time. The soldiers 
rushed forward and seized Hamish, who, seeming petri- 
fied with what he had done, offered not the least resist- 
ance. Not so his mother ; who, seeing the men about to 
put handcuffs on her son, threw herself on the soldiers 
with such fury, that it required two of them to hold her, 
while the rest secured the prisoner. 

" Are you not an accursed creature," said one of the 
men to Hamish, " to have slain your best friend, who was 
contriving, during the whole march, how he could find 
some way of getting you off* without punishment for your 
desertion ? " 

" Do you hear thaty mother ? " said Ebimish, turning ' 
himself as much towards her as his bonds would permit 
— ^but the mother heard nothing, and saw nothing. She 
had fainted on the floor of her hut Without waiting for 
her recovery, the party almost immediately began their 
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homeward march towards Dunbarton, leading ilong with 
them their prisoner. They thought it necessary, how- 
ever, to stay for a little space at the yiUage of Dalmally, 
from which they dispatched a party of the inhabitants to 
bring away the body of their unfortunate leader, while 
they themselves repaired to a magistrate to state what 
had happened, and require his instructions as to the far- 
ther course to be pursued. The crime being of a mili- 
tary character, they were instructed to march tfie prisoner 
to Dunbarton without delay. 

The swoon of the mother of Hamish lasted for a length 
of time ; the longer perhaps that her constitution, strong 
as it was, must have been much exhausted by her previ- 
ous agitation of three days' endurance. She was roused 
from her stupor at length by female voices, which cried 
the coronach, or lament for the dead, with clapping of 
hands and loud exclamations ; while the melancholy note 
of a lament, appropriate to the clan Cameron, played on 
the bagpipe, was heard from time to time. 

Elspat started up like One awakened from the dead, 
and without any accurate recollection of the scene which 
had passed before her eyes. There were females in the 
hut who were swathing the corpse in its bloody pl^d be- 
fore carrying it from the fetal spot. " Women,'* she said, 
starting up and interrupting their chant at once and their 
labour — "Tell me, women, why sing you the dirge of 
MacDhonuil Dhu in the house of MacTavish Mhor ? " 

"She-wolf, be silent with thine ill-omened yell," an- 
swered one of the females, a relation of the deceased, 
" and let us do our duty to our beloved kinsman ! There 
shall never be coronach cried, or dirge played, for thee or 
thy bloody wolf-burd.* The ravens shall eat him from 
* Wolf-brood, •*. e., wolf-cub. 
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the gibbet, and the foxes and wild-cats shall tear thj 
corpse upon the hill. Cursed be he that would sain jour 
bones, or add a stone to your cairn I " 

" Daughter of a foolish mother," answered the widow 
of MacTavish Mhor, << know that the gibbet with which 
jou threaten us, is no portion of our inheritance. For 
thirty years the Black Tree of the Law, whose apples 
are dead men's bodies, hungered after the beloved hus- 
band of my heart ; but he died like a brave man, with 
the sword in his hand, and defrauded it of its hopes and 
its fruit." 

" So shall it not be with thy child, bloody sorceress," 
replied the female mourner, whose passions were as vio- 
lent as those of Elspat herself. ^^ The ravens shall tear 
his fair hair to line their nests, before the sun sinks 
beneath the Treshomish islands." 

These words recalled to Elspat's mind the whole his- 
tory of the last three dreadful days. At first, she stood 
fixed as if the extremity of distress had converted her 
into stone ; but in a minute, the pride and violence of her 
temper, outbraved as she thought herself on her own 
threshold, enabled her to reply — " Yes, insulting hag, my 
fair-haired boy may die, but it will not be with a white 
hand — ^it has been dyed in the blood of his enemy, in the 
best blood of a Cameron — remember that; and when you 
lay your dead in his grave, let it be his best epitaph, that 
he was killed by Hamish Bean for essaying to lay hands 
on the son of MacTavish Mhor on his own threshold. 
Farewell — ^the shame of defeat, loss, and slaughter, re- 
main with the clan that has endured it" 

The relative of the slaughtered Cameron raised her 
voice in reply; but Elspat, disdaining to continue the 
objurgation, or perhaps feeling her grief likely to over- 
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master her power of expressing her resentment, had left 
the hat, and was walking forth in the bright moonshine. 

The females who were arranging the corpse of the 
slaughtered man, hurried from their melancholy labour to 
look after her tall figure as it glided awaj among the 
cliffs. " I am glad she is gone," said one of the younger 
persons who assisted. " I would as soon dress a corpse 
when the great Fiend himself — God sain us — stood visi- 
bly before us, as when Elspat of the Tree is amongst us. 
— Ay — ay, even overmuch intercourse hdth she had with 
the Enemy in her day." 

" Silly woman," answered the female who had main- 
tained the dialogue with the departed Elspat, '* thinkest 
thou that there is a worse fiend on earth, or beneath it, 
than the pride and fury of an offended woman, like yon- 
der bloody-minded hag ? Know that blood has been as 
familiar to her as the dew to the mountain-daisy. Many 
and many a brave man has she caused to breathe their 
last for little wrong they had done to her or hers. But 
her hough-sinews are cut, now that her wolf-burd must, 
like a murderer as he is, make a murderer's end." 

Whilst the women thus discoursed together, as they 
watched the corpse of Allan Breack Cameron, the un- 
happy cause of his death pursued her lonely way across 
the mountain. While she remained within sight of the 
bothy, she put a strong constraint on herself, that by no 
alteration of pace or gesture, she might afford to her ene- 
mies the triumph of calculating the excess of her mental 
agitation, nay, despair. She stalked, therefore, with a 
slow rather than a swift step, and, holding herself up- 
right, seemed at once to endure with firmness that woe 
which was passed, and bid defiance to that which was 
about to come. But when she was beyond the sight of 
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those who remained in the hut, she could no longer sup- 
press the extremity of her agitation. Drawing her mantle 
wildly round her, she stopped at the first knoll, and climh- 
ing to its summity extended her arms up to the bright 
moon, as if accusing heaven and earth for her misibr- 
tunes, and uttered scream on scream, like those of an 
eagle whose nest has been plundered of her brood. 
Awhile she vented her grief in these inarticulate cries, 
then rushed on her way with a hasty and unequal step, in 
the vain hope of overtaking the party which was convey- 
ing her 3on a prisoner to Dunbarton. But her strength, 
superhuman as it seemed, failed her in the trial, nor was 
it possible for her, with her utmost efforts, to accomplish 
her purpose. 

Yet she pressed onward, with all the speed which her 
exhausted frame could exert. When food became indis- 
pensable, she entered the first cottage : — *' Give me to 
eat," she said ; '' I am the widow of MaeTavish Mhor — 
I am the mother of Hamish MaeTavish Bean, — ^give me 
to eat, that I may once more see my fair-haired son." 
Her demand was never reused, though granted in many 
cases with a kind of struggle between compassion and 
aversion in some of those to whom she applied, which 
was in others qualified by fear. The share she had had 
in occasioning the death of Allan Breach Cameron, which 
must probably involve that of her own son, was not accu- 
rately known ; but, from a knowledge of her violent pas- 
sions and former habits of Hfe, no one doubted that in one 
way or other she had been the cause of the catastrophe ; 
and Hamish Bean was considered, in the slaughter which 
he had committed, rather as the instrument than as the 
accomplice of his mother. 

This general opinim of his countiTmen was of little 
VOL. XXX vni. 28 



Digitized 



by Google 



^ 



854 WAVERLEY NOVELS. 

service to the unfortunate Hamish. As his captain. 
Green Colin, understood the manners and habits of his 
country, he had no difficulty in collecting from Hamish 
the particulars accompanying his supposed desertion, and 
the subsequent death of the non-commissioned officer. 
He felt the utmost compassion for a youth, who had thus 
fallen a victim to the extravagant and fatal fondness of a 
parent. But he had no excuse to plead which could 
rescue his unhappy recruit from thejioom, which military 
discipline and the award of a court-martial denounced 
against him for the crime he had committed. 

No time had been lost in their proceedings, and as 
little was . interposed betwixt sentence and execution. 

General had determined to make a severe example 

of the first deserter who should - fall into his power, and 
here was one who had defended himself by main force, 
and slain in the affray the officer sent to take him into 
custody. A fitter subject for punishment could not have 
occurred, and Hamish was sentenced to immediate exe- 
cution. All which the interference of his captain in his 
favour could procure, was that he should die a soldier's 
death ; for there had been a purpose of executing him 
upon the gibbet. 

The worthy clergyman of Glenorquhy chanced to be 
at Dunbarton, in attendance upon some church courts, at 
the time of this catastrophe. He visited his unfortunate 
parishioner in his dungeon, found him ignorant indeed, but 
not obstinate, and the answers which he received from 
him, when conversing on religious topics, were such as 
induced him doubly to regret that a mind naturally pure 
and noble should have remained unhappily so wild and 
uncultivated. 

When he ascertained the real character and disposition 
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of the youDg man, the worthy pastor made deep and pain- 
ful reflections on his own shyness and timidity, which, 
arising out of the evil fame that attached to the lineage 
of Hamish, had restrained him from charitably endeav- 
ouring to bring this strayed sheep within the great fold. 
While the good minister blamed his cowardice in times 
past, which had deterred him from risking his person, to 
save, perhaps, an immortal soul, he resolved no longer to 
be governed by such timid counsels, but to endeavour, by 
application to his officers, to obtain a reprieve, at least, 
if not a pardon, for the criminal, in whom he felt so un- 
usually interested, at once from his docility of temper and 
his generosity of disposition. 

Accordingly, the divine soiught out Captain Campbell 
at the barracks within the garrison. There was a gloomy 
melancholy on the brow of Green Colin, which was not 
lessened, but increased, when the clergyman stated his 
name, quality, and errand. '^ You cannot tell me better 
of the young man than I am disposed to believe," an- 
swered the Highland officer ; " you cannot ask me to do 
more in his behalf than I am of myself inclined, and have 
already endeavoured to do. But it is all in vain. Gen- 
eral is half a Lowlander, half an Englishman. He 

has no idea of the high and enthusiastic character which, 
in these mountains, often brings exalted virtues in contact 
with great crimes, which, however, are less offences of the 
heart than errors of the understanding. I have gone so 
far as to tell him, that, in this young man, he was putting 
to death the best and the bravest of my company, where 
all, or almost all, are good and brave. I explained to him 
by what strange delusion the culprit's apparent desertion 
was occasioned, and how little his heart was accessory to 
the crime which his hand unhappily committed. His 
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answer was, 'These are Highland visions, Captain Camp« 
bell, as unsatisfactoiy and vain as those of the second 
sight An act of gross desertion maj, in any case, be 
palliated under the plea of intoxication ; the murder of an 
officer may be as easily coloured over with that of tem- 
porary insanity. The example must be made ; and if it 
has fallen on a man otherwise a good recruit, it will have 
the greater effect.' — Such being the general's unalterable 
purpose," continued Captain Campbell, with a sigh, *'be 
it your care, reverend sir, that your penitent prepare, by 
break of day to-morrow, for that great change which we 
shall all one day be subjected to." 

" And for which," said the clergyman, " may God pre- 
pare us all, as I in my duty will not be wanting to this 
poor youth." 

Next morning, as the very earliest beams of sunrise 
saluted the gray towers, which crown the summit of that 
singular and tremendous rock, the soldiers of the new 
Highland regiment appeared on the parade, within the 
Castle of Dunbarton, and having fallen into order, began 
to move downward by steep staircases and narrow pas- 
sages towards the external barrier-gate, which is at the 
very bottom of the rock. The wild wailings of the 
pibroch were heard at ' times, interchanged with the 
drums and fifes, which beat the Dead March. 

The unhappy criminal's fate did not, at first, excite 
that general sympathy in the regiment which would 
probably have arisen had he been executed for desertion 
alone. The slaughter of the unfortunate Allan Breack 
had given a Afferent colour to Hamish's offence ; for the 
deceased was much beloved, and besides belonged to a 
numerous and powerful clan, of whom there were many 
in the ranks. The unfortunate criminal, on the contrary 
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was little known to, ajad scarcely connected with, any of 
his regimental companions. His father had been, indeed, 
distinguished for his strength and manhood, bat he was 
of a broken clan, as those names were called who had no 
chief to lead them to battle. 

It would have been almost impossible, in another case, 
to have turned out of the ranks of the regiment the party 
necessary for execution of the sentence ; but the six indi- 
viduals selected for that purpose, were friends of the de- 
ceased, descended, like him, from the race of MacDhonuil 
Dhu ; and while they prepared for the dismal task which 
their duty imposed, it was not without a steri) feeling of 
gratified revenge. The leading company of the regiment 
began now to defile from the barrier-gate, and was fol- 
lowed by the others, each successively moving and halt- 
ing according to the orders of the Adjutant, so as to form 
three sides of an oblong square, with the ranks faced 
inwards. The fourth, or blank side of the square, was 
closed up by the huge and lofty precipice on which the 
Castle rises. About the centre of the procession, bare- 
headed, disarmed, and with his hands bound, came the 
unfortunate victim of military law. He was deadly pale, 
but his step was firm and his eye as bright as ever. The 
clergyman walked by his side — the coffin, which was to 
receive his mortal remains, was borne before him. The 
looks of his comrades were still, composed, and solemn. 
They felt for the youth, whose handsome form, and manly 
yet submissive deportment had, as soon as he was dis- 
tinctly visible to them, softened the hearts of many, even 
of some who liad been actuated by vindictive feelings. 

The coffin destined for the yet living body of Hamish 
Bean was placed at the bottom of the hollow square, about 
two yards distant from the foot of the precipice, which 
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rises in that place as steep as a stone wall to the height 
of three or four hundred feet. Thither the prisoner was 
also led, the clergyman still continuing by his side, pour- 
ing forth exhortations of courage and consolation, to which 
the youth appeared to listen with respectful devotion. 
With slow and, it seemed, almost unwilling steps, the 
firing party entered the square, and were drawn up 
facing the prisoner, about ten yards distant. The clergy- 
man was now about to retire — " Think, my son," he said, 
" on what I have told you, and let your hope be rested 
on the anchor which I have given. You will then ex- 
change a short and miserable existence here, for a life in 
which you will experience neither sorrow nor pain. — Is 
there aught else which you can intrust to me to execute 
for you ? " 

The youth looked at his sleeve buttons. They were 
of gold, booty perhaps which his father had taken from 
some English officer during the civil wars. The clergy- 
man disengaged them from his sleeves. 

" My mother ! " he said with some effort, " give them 
to my poor mother ! — See her, good father, and teach her 
what she should think of all this. Tell her Hamish Bean 
is more glad to die than ever he was to rest after the 
longest day's hunting. Farewell, sir — Farewell ! " 

The good man could scarce retire from the fatal spot 
An officer affi)rded him the support of his arm. At his 
last look towards Hamish, he beheld him alive and kneel- 
ing on the coffin ; the few that were around him had all 
withdrawn. The fatal word was given, the iXKik rung 
sharp to the sound of the discharge, and Hamish, falling 
forward with a groan, died, it may be supposed, without 
almost a sense of the passing agony. 

Ten or twelve of his own company then came forward, 
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and laid with solemn reverence the remains of their com- 
rade in the coffin, while the Dead March was again struck 
up, and the several companies, marching in single files, 
passed the coffin one by one, in order that all might re- 
ceive from the awful spectacle, the warning which it was 
peculiarly intended to affi)rd. The regiment was then 
marched off the ground, and reascended the ancient cliff, 
their music, as usual on such occasions, striking lively 
strains, as if sorrow, or even deep thoi^ght, should as short 
a while as possible be the tenant of the soldier's bosom. 

At the same time the small party, which we before 
mentioned, bore the bier of the ill-fated Hamish to his 
humble grave, in a comer of the churchyard of Dunbar- 
ton, usually assigned to criminals. Here, among the dust 
of the guilty, lies a youth, whose name, had he survived 
the ruin of the fatal events by which he was hurried into 
crime, might have adorned the annals of the brave. 

The minister of Glenorquhy left Dunbarton, imme- 
diately after he had witnessed the last scene of this 
melancholy catastrophe. His reason acquiesced in the 
justice of the sentence, which required blood for blood, 
and he acknowledged that the vindictive character of his 
countrymen required to /be powerfully restrained by the 
strong curb of social law. But still he mourned over the 
individual victim. Who may arraign the bolt of Heaven 
when it bursts among the sons of the forest ; yet who can 
refrain from mourning, when it selects for the object of its 
bhghting aim the fair stem of a young oak, that promised 
to be the pride of the dell in which it flourished ? Musing 
on these melancholy events, noon found him engaged in 
the mountain passes, by which he was to return to his 
^till distant home. 

Confident in his knowledge of the country, the clergy- 
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man had left the main road, to seek one of those shorter 
paths, which are only used by pedestriai», or by men, 
like the minister, mounted on the small, but sure-footed, 
hardy, and sagacious horses of the country. The place 
which he now traversed, was in itself gloomy and deso- 
late, and tradition had added to it the terror of super- 
stition, by affirming it was haunted by an evil spirit, 
termed Cloght-dearg, that is, Redmantle, who, at all 
times, but especially at noon and at midnight', traversed 
the glen, in enmity both to man and the inferior creation, 
did such evil as her power was permitted to extend to, 
and afflicted with ghastly terrors those whom she had not 
license otherwise to hurt. 

The minister of Glenorquhy had set his face in oppo- 
sition to many of these superstitions, which he justly 
thought were derived from the dark ages of Popery, per- 
haps even from those of Paganism, and unfit to be enter- 
tained or believed by the Christians of an enlightened 
age. Some of his more attached parishioners considered 
him as too rash in opposing the ancient faith of their 
fathers ; and though they honoured the moral intrepidity 
of their pastor, they could not avoid entertaining and ex- 
pressing fears Uiat he would one day fall a victim to his 
temerity, and be torn to pieces in the glen of the Cloght- 
dearg, or some of those other haunted wilds, which he 
appeared rather to have a pride and pleasure in travers- 
ing alone, on the days and hours when the wicked spirits 
were supposed to have especidl power over man and 
beast. 

These legends came across the mind of the clergyman ; 
and, solitary as he was, a melancholy smile shaded his 
cheek, as he thought of the inconsistency of human na- 
ture, and reflected how many brave men, whom the yell 
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of the pibroch would hare sent headlong against fixed 
bayonelSy as the wild bull rushes on his enemy, might 
have yet feared to encounter those visionary terrors, 
which he himself, a man of peace, and in ordinary perils 
no way remarkable for the firmness of his nerves, was 
DOW risking without hesitation. 

As he looked around the scene of desolation, he could 
not but acknowledge, in his own mind, that it was not ill 
chos^D for the haunt of those spirits, which are said to de- 
light in solitude and desolation. The glen was so steep and 
narrow, that there was but just room for the meridian sun 
to dart a few scattered rays upon the gloomy and preca- 
rious stream which stole through its recesses, for the most 
part in silence, but occasionally murmuring sullenly 
against the rocks and large stones, which seemed deter- 
mined to bar its farther progress. In winter, or in the 
rainy season, this small stream was a foaming torrent of 
the most formidable magnitude, and it was at such periods 
that it had torn open and laid bare the broad-faced and 
huge frt^ments of rock, which, at the season of which we 
speak, hid its course frpm the eye, and seemed disposed 
totally to interrupt its course. " Undoubtedly," thought 
the clergyman, '*: this mountain rivulet, suddenly swelled 
by a water-spout, or thunder-storm, has often been the 
cause of those accidents, which, happening in the glen 
called by her name, have been ascribed to the agency of 
the Cloght-dearg." 

Just as this idea crossed his mind, he heard a female 
voice exclaim, in a wild and thrilling accent, " Michael 
Tyrie — Michael Tyrie ! " He looked round in astonish- 
ment, and not without some fear. It seemed for an 
instant, as if the Evil Being, whose existence he had dis- 
owned, was about to appear for the punishment of his 
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incredulity. This alarm did not hold him more than an 
instant, nor did it prevent his replying in a firm voice, 
" Who calls — and where are you ?" 

" One who journeys in wretchedness, hetween life and 
death," answered the voice ; and the speaker, a tall female, 
appeared from among the fragments of rocks which had 
concealed her from view. 

As she approached more closely, her mantle of bright 
tartan, in which the red colour much predominated, her 
stature, the long stride with which she advanced, and the 
writhen features and wild eyes which were visible from 
under her curch, would have made her no inadequate rep- 
resentative of the spirit which gave name to the valley. 
But Mr. Tyrie instantly knew her as the Woman of the 
Tree, the widow of MacTavish Mhor, the now childless 
mother of Hamish Bean. I am not sure whether the 
minister would not have endured the visitation of the 
Cloght-dearg herself, rather than the shock of Elspat's 
presence, considering her crime and her misery. He 
drew up his horse instinctively, and stood endeavouring 
to collect his ideas, while a few paces brought her up to 
his horse's head. 

" Michael Tyrie," said she, " the foolish women of the 
Clachan * hold thee as a god — ^be one to me, and say that 
my son lives. Say this, and I too will be of thy worship 
— I will bend my knees on the seventh day in thy house 
of worship, and thy Grod shall be my God." 

" Unhappy woman," replied the clergyman, " man 
forms not pactions with his Maker as with a creature of 
clay like himself. Thinkest thou to chaffer with Him, 
who formed the earth, and spread out the heavens, or that 
thou canst offer aught of homage or devotion that can be 
* ». e. The village, literally the stones. 
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worth acceptance in his eyes ? He hath asked obedience, 
not sacrifice ; patience under the trial with which he 
afflicts us, instead of vain bribes, such as man offers to 
his changeful brother of clay, that he may be moved from 
his purpose." , 

" Be silent, priest ! " answered the desperate woman ; 
" speak not to me the words of thy white book. Elspat's 
kindred were of those who crossed themselves and knelt 
when the sacring bell was rung ; and she knows that atone- 
ment can be made on the altar for deeds done in the field. 
Elspat had once fiocks and herds, goats upon the cliffs, and 
cattle in the strath. She wore gold around her- neck and 
on her hair — thick twists as those worn by the heroes of 
old. All these would she have resigned to the priest — all 
these; and if he wished for the ornaments of a gentle 
lady, or the sporran of a high chief, though they had been 
great as Macallanmore hio>self, MacTavish Mhor would 
have procured them if Elspat had promised them. Elspat 
is now poor, and has nothing to give. But the Black 
Abbot of Inchaffray would have bidden her scourge her 
shoulders, and macerate her feet by pilgrimage, and he 
would have granted his pardon to her when he saw that 
her blood had flowed, and that her flesh had been torn. 
These were the priests who had indeed power even with 
the most powerful — they threatened the great men of the 
earth with the word of their mouth, the sentence of their 
book, the blaze of their torch, the sound of their sacring 
bell. The mighty bent to their will, and unloosed at the 
word of the priests those whom they had bound in their 
wrath, and set at liberty, unharmed, him whom they had 
sentenced to death, and for whose blood they had thirsted. 
These were a powerful race, and might well ask the poor 
to kneel, since their power could humble the proud. But 
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you! — against whom are ye strong, but against women 
who have been guilty of folly, and men who never wore 
sword ? The priests of old were Hke the winter torrent 
which fills this hollow valley, and rolls these massive 
rocks against each other as easily as the boy plays with 
the ball which he casts before him — But you ! you do but 
resemble the summer-stricken stream, which is turned 
aside by the rushes, and stemmed by a bush of sedges — 
Woe worth you, for there is no help in you ! " 

The clergyman was at no loss to conceive that Elspat 
had lost the Roman Catholic faith without gaining any 
other, and that she still retained a vague and confused 
idea of the composition with the priesthood, by confession^ 
alms, and penance, and of their extensive power, which, 
according to her notion, was adequate, if duly propitiated, 
even to effecting her son's safety. Compassionating her 
situation, and allowing for har errors and ignorance, he 
answered with mildness. 

" Alas, unhappy woman ! Would to God I could con- 
vince thee as easily where thou oughtest to seek, and art 
sure to find consolation, as I can assure you with a single 
word, that were Rome and all her priesthood once more in 
the plenitude of their power, they could not, for largesse 
or penance, afford to thy misery an atom of aid or comfort. 
— Elspat MacTavish, I grieve to tell you the news." 

"I know them without thy speech," said the unhappy 
woman — ^*' My son is doomed to die." 

" Elspat,'* resumed the clergyman, **he was doomed, 
and the sentence has been executed." The hapless 
mother threw her eyes up to heaven, and uttered a shriek 
60 unlike the voice of a human being, that the eagle which 
soared in middle air answered it as she would have done 
the call of her mate. 
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*'Itis impossible!" she exclaimed, " it is impossible! 
Men do not condemn and kill on the same day ! Thou art 
deceiving me. — The people call thee holy — ^hast thou the 
heart to tell a mother she has murdered her only child ? " 

" God knows," said the priest^ the tears falling fast from 
his eyes, " that, were it in my power, I would gladly tell 
better tidings — but these which I bear are as certain as 
they are fatal — Mj own ears heard the death-shot, my own 
eyes beheld thy son's death — thy son's funeral. — My tongue 
bears witness to what my ears heard and my eyes saw." 

The wretched female clasped her hands close together, 
and held them up towards heaven like a sibyl announcing 
war and desolation ; while, in impotent yet frightful rage, 
she poured forth a tide of the deepest imprecations. — 
" Base Saxon churl ! " she exclaimed, " vile hypoci-itical 
juggler ! May the eyes that looked tamely on the death 
of my fair-haired boy be melted in their sockets with 
ceaseless tears, shed for those that are nearest and most 
dear to thee ! May the ears that heard his death-kncll 
be dead hereafter to all other sounds save the screech of 
the raven, and the hissing of the adder ! May the tongue 
that tells me of his death, and of my own crime, be with- 
ered in thy mouth — or, better, when thou wouldst pray 
with thy people, may the Evil One guide it, and give 
voice to blasphemies instead of blessings, until men shall 
fly in terror from thy presence, and the thunder of heaven 
be launched against thy head, and stop for ever thy curs- 
ing and accursed voice ! — Begone, with this malison ! 
Elspat will never, never again bestow so many words 
upon living man." 

She kept her word. From that day the world was to 
her a wilderness, in which she remained, without thought, 
care, or interest, absorbed in her own grief — indifferent 
to every thing else* 
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With her mode of life, or rather of existence, the reader 
is already as far acquainted as I have the power of mak- 
ing him. Of her death, I can tell him nothing. It is 
supposed to have happened several years after she had 
attracted the attention of my excellent friend Mrs. Be- 
thune Baliol. Her benevolence, which was never satis- 
fied with dropping a sentimental tear when there was 
room for the operation of effective charity, induced her 
to make various attempts to alleviate the condition of this 
most wretched woman. But all her exertions could only 
render Elspat's means of subsistence less precarious, a 
circumstance which, though generally interesting even to 
the most wretched outcasts, seemed to her a matter of 
total indifference. Every attempt to place any person in 
her hut to take charge of her miscarried, through the ex- 
treme resentment with which she regarded all intrusion 
on her solitude, or by the timidity of those who had been 
pitched upon to be inmates with the terrible Woman of 
the Tree. At length, when Elspat became totally unable 
(in appearance at least) to turn herself on the wretched 
settle which served her for a couch, the humanity of Mr. 
Tyrie's successor sent two women to attend upon the last 
moments of the solitary, which could not, it was judged, 
be far distant, and to avert the possibility that she might 
perish for want of assistance or food, before she sunk 
under the effects of extreme age, or mortal malady. 

It was on a November evening, that the two women, 
appointed for this melancholy purpose, arrived at the 
miserable cottage which we have already described. Its 
wretched inmate lay stretched upon the bed, and seemed 
almost already a lifeless corpse, save for the wandering 
of the fierce dark eyes, which rolled in their sockets in a 
manner terrible to look upon, and seemed to watch, with 
surprise and indignation, the motions of the strangers, as 
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persons whose presence was alike unexpected and unwel- 
come. They were frightened at her looks ; but, assured 
in each other's company, they kindled a fire, lighted a 
candle, prepared food, and made other arrangements for 
the discharge of the duty assigned them. 

The assistants agreed they should watch the bedside of 
the sick person by turns ; but, about midnight, overcome 
by fatigue, (for they had walked far that morning,) both 
of them fell fast asleep. — When they awoke, which was 
not till after the interval of some hours, the hut was 
empty, and the patient gone. They rose in terror, and 
went to the^ door of the cottage, which was latched as it 
had been at night. They looked out into the darkness, 
and called upon their charge by her name. The night- 
raven screamed from the old oak-tree ; the fox howled on 
the hill ; the hoarse waterfall replied with its echoes ; but 
there was no human answer. The terrified women did 
not dare to make farther search till morning should ap- 
pear ; for the sudden disappearance of a creature so frail 
as Elspat, together with the wild tenor of her history, in- 
timidated them from stirring from the hut. They re- 
mained, therefore, in dreadful terror, sometimes thinking 
they heard her voice without, and at other times, that 
, sounds of a difierent description were mingled with the 
mournful sigh of the night-breeze or the dash of the cas- 
cade. Sometimes, too, the latch rattled, as if some frail 
and impotent hand were in vain attempting to lift it, and 
ever and anon they expected the entrance of their terri- 
ble patient, animated by supernatural strength, and ill the 
company, perhaps, of some being more dreadful than her- 
self. Morning came at length. Thej> sought brake, 
rock, and thicket, in vain. Two hours after daylight the 
minister himself appeared ; and, on the report of the 
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watchers, caused the countrj to be alarmed, aiid a gen- 
eral and exact search to be made through the whole 
neighbourhood of the cottage, and the oak-tree. But it 
was all in vain. Ehpat MacTavish was never found, 
whether dead or alire ; nor could there ever be traced 
the slightest circumstance to indicate her fate* 

The neighbourhood was divided concerning the cause 
of her disappearance. The credulous thought that the 
Evil Spirit, under whose influence she seemed to have 
acted, had carried her away in the body ; and there are. 
many who are still unwilling, at untimely hours, to pass 
the oak-tree, beneath which, as they allege, she may still 
be seen seated according to her wont. Others less, super- 
stitious supposed, that had it been possible to search the 
gulf of the Corrie Dhu, the profound depths of the lake, 
or the whelming eddies of the river, the remains of Elspat 
MacTavish might have been discovered ; as nothing was 
more natural, considering her. state of body and mind, 
than that she should haivc Mien in by accident, or precip- 
itated herself intentionally into one or other of those 
places of sure deatniction. The clergyman entertained 
an opinion of hie own** He thought that,i impatient of the 
watch which was placed over her, tins unhappy woman's 
instinct had taught her, as it directs various domestic ani- 
mals, to withdraw herself from the sight of her own race, 
that the death-struggle might take place in some secret 
den, where, in all probability, her mortal relics would 
never meet the eyes of mortals. This species of instinc- 
tive feeling .seemed to him of a tenor with the whole 
course of her unhappy life, and most likdy to influencQ 
her^ when it drew to a condusioD. 
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